- 5 . * — 
RY 7 - . 4 * = 
5; 3 a . 

Po. 

* 7 * 

\ * 


TRACGEDIESAN 
e, 112. Allet 


BrITANNICUS; 


AND 


[ALEXANDER 
The GREAT. 


— 


Y _— 
—_ 


= Now Firſt Tranſlated into | Blank K Verte, 
; from the French of 1 
SM. R 4 C IT N7 


By Mr. O Z E L. I. 


LON D O N, 


Late: And ſold by Ferd. Burleigh in Amen- 
Corner. MDCC XIV. 


[Price One Shilling. ] 


—_—— 


— Mn, 
— I Err 


— — — 


BEET Wien ine — — we 
— 


9 


— — ths ts — — —dn ms + 


2 
2 


Bonn * 


— — 


RS: 


. 


. * 


28 


r 


8 8 Ma" » ILY 


. 


= 


ko. WV 4s S B45 


Boe 
Rr meter 4 - 
» HZ . P ; . * * * ke „„ - 


: wy ' 71 


& 3 * - _ K MY r- 58 FF. Aer Pe 
- 


” 
pl 
. 
& 
* 
7 + 
. 
| 
* 
5 
4 
* 
* 
4 
* 
4 
\ 
* 
— 
1 
* I 
* 
om 
7 
. 
- 
* 
8 
1 
— 
- 
- 
- 
. * 
: 
> 
7 
2 — ti, 


- 7 "+ wt ” Fg, * 
4 : [5 . 4 *. . wa 
1 * LI. ” 3 » 7 42 2 * 8 
A . — Fa 2 A * * 7 1 = 4 . 8 2 — ? f 
& 5A £& "<< N p 4 WA . * 5, — 4 > Lows CSS — * — my . 1 + 14 3 
1 X 1 N „ o po f 9 3 * 7 
1 Wa * 4&7 + -_—— . „ neee e . 5 ate ow , 5 . 
1 * g , ” - 3 7 4 ; - . 1 9 * 7 
* 7 « * * $* 4 * * ; 2 v4 — * * . r . 
. n — 
* 8 8 R * , £-* : k 
3 * C 4 , * Y * . 1 
- < » 
. * 1 - * 
* * 
* 1 x” + * ” 4 hy " ” . 
= * » . 9 * — 4 4 
— » 5 7 * 5 7 3 W % : 
LT — 
Mm * — * : * » Je - 2 1 % I 
s * . — 4 o . 
” Py * * 4 i * — * a * * 3 * \ p 
"2 F 9 Va : 
4* » * © 2. Be] 1 5 * 
. £ 7 
. he «> 
Ne. 
1 54 —— ” 8 * j 
$544 8 rer * of . <a ; l 
1 9 as 8 
4 \ - : 
. - 1 


0 * 
* * . P 
# 4 Þ F * 4 4 | 
RE as * — CR - 4 = ' 
* 7 | 
” - - . *, ., fl 
x * » 4 4 * Py T4 
x * 5 7 12 
{i Wa” 370 4 s N # * 
* , [+ * 6 # - * 
1 5 , „ 3 4 * 8 SN 54 83 7 N 45 1 *** 4 ; or 
* - ” w e Y * at. 
. 8 „ N . J 
Wy | & 4 5 + 2 * . . 1 j 
5 . * % * F 
* 9 2 * * . - > 1 p F <2 - * i 
x * 
r 1 + = A 
* 1 * 1 * * 
+: <> \ N 2 
A IN 5 5 : k e ' 
n 
* * * - 
* 2 * a 
* 0 
x * * 7 * : pu : 
* . A ? © x 
' K . P 
a £ S* * * * 2. 0 
n * k N : 
- - x 
*z * ITY — — 
3 ” . . . 
x * 2 _ * 
2 
8 & *» 4 
S I Sd * * * 
* 1 . We 
1 . * bl 
7 
* * 
; : re 8 
p - F. . * *. 
. * * 0 - 1 
: 4 * Sis 4 A 
1 * - 
LY * * * 
; — * » 
* * 
. 4 * # ” 1 * 
0 p — 
* 
"abs ; '4 
- g £ 
* . * . 
0 
* 4 
** WV 
2 t 


CITI LIVED 
IITIIIJIJZ-TIVIR IZED. 5 
po WI n n 


o | 
wh 
ond 


0 
,' 
4 os U 
TIRE) "ky mags it 
* * 0 


[ELLE EEE EEE ET EEE „ „„ „ „ LE „6% „%„%„%„% % „% „ „% „ „ „ ET EL E I EEEEARTG cages 
init, 


nn PEEL 4% 4 „ ET e U 


\ Ps 
- - + 1 
[ll | 
— — — TEL — * — . — . — „ — „„ — . PEE — — — — * * „„ „ 
. 7 222 CAS 288288782 


L 


OHH 


7 - 
20 EAT 2 „ „ 444444 4% 4% % 4% 414 4 % % e „„ „neee nou 


> 


0 , * Ar 
1 * 

106K 

i 


1 


Willi u ill 


i 


2 2 2 — 
P 


©» 


AAS 7rt 2 


, ,. 


emen 


| 


„„ 
— 


— 


i, uiii 


'n 


4449 „„ 


, STOLL 


FEET 533 434444 reer 
. 


ZA 


Co 


+ 4b 
jj! 


il 


FT 


EE 


——— 


1 — 
— — YI 


| 


| 


* * 


inv. et SUUp. 


WEI NET 


G1 


b. 


— 2 Rb 
4 — pee Is 
— ine RnB, er * 


— 


Now firſt Tranſlated from the F 
French of M. RACINE. 


- * 
22 4 
-_ 
1 
X 
OW 
. 
N * 
4 5 | 
= 
1 
a 2 
. 
on 
- F 
1 
J o 
* 
* 
* 
3 5 4 = — * — 
5 
: 4 
. 
* 
* 
4 
7 
5 
| { 
* i 
i 


, 4 
» ” 
41 N ; 
| o5 1 
, ** * 
8 
* ; j 
e 
9 
©. 
R _ 1 4 4 — — —— 
» 
a - ; 
. Be 


The Engliſh Bookſeller's : 
Advertiſement. 


* TL op 2 — FIRE 


E have had of late Years (6 
few new Plays publiſhed in 
England, eſpecially Tragedies, 
that, as Mr. Marmaduke Myrtle 
obſerves in one of his late 
a Man who frequents the Play- 
houſe has got 'em all by Heart: My Pur- 
poſe therefore is to preſent the World once 
a Month with a Couple of tranſlated Tra- 
edies ſtircht up together. They ſhall be 
fach as are in greateſt Vogue in France, 
where tis allow'd they excel in that ſort 
of Poem. The Reception which ſome of 
their Tragedies have met with upon our 
Stage, with little or no Alteration but of 
Language, is my Encouragement, to get 
ſuch of em put into Engliſh as are not yet 
done: And tho' I begin with Racine, yet 
that ſhall not hinder me from taking in o- 
ther later Authors, as I ſee occaſion: And 
accordingly the next Month's Entertain- 
ment will confiſt of two Plays, that be- 
tween 'em had a run very lately of above 
One hundred and twenty Nights together, 
as I am credibly informed by ſome Engli/s 
Gentlemen lately come from Paris. . 
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M. RACINES Preface. | 


EN H IS Tragedy of Britannicus, I may truly ſay, 
WE: 5 what has coſt me the moſt. Pains of any 1 
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M. Racine's:Preface:: 


quæſivit. He could not endure Octavia, a Princeſs of an 
« exemplary Goodneſs and Virtue, ” Fato quodam, an quia 
prævalent illicita. Metuebaturque ne in ſtupra fœminarum 
y, illuſtrium prorumperet. 5 

18 I give him Narciſſus for a Confident. In this I have fol. 

id lowed Tacitus, who ſays, that Nero was very much af 
ce « flicted at the Death of Narciſſus, becauſe that freed Slave 
re Wl © had a wonderful Conformity with the as yet hidden 
at 4 Vices of the Prince, Cujus abditis adhuc Vitiis mire” 
ed WM congruebat. This Paſſage proves two things. It proves that 
'a- Nero was already vitieus, but diſſembled his Vices, and. that 
| Narciſſus encouraged him in his evil Inclinations.. - PETS 
i. I have choſen Burrhus, to oppoſe againſt that Peſt of 4 
t Court. And I have choſen him before Seneca for this Rea- 
f fon: © They were both Governours of Nero's Youth; the ons 
iſe, « for Arms; the other for Letters. And they were both very 
« Eminent; Burrhus for his Experience in War, and for the 

| © Severity of his Manners, Militaribus curis & ſeveritate 
** morum; Seneca for his Eloquence;” and the agreeable Turn 

teſt « of his Wit; Seneca præceptis eloquentiæ & comitate ho- 
„ neſtd. Burrhus after his Death was very much lamented, 
« becauſe of his Virtue; Civitati grande deſiderium ejus 
4 mantit per memoriam virtutis. 5 
All their Difficulty was to ſtem the Pride and Turbulency of 
Agrippina, quæ cunctis malæ dominationis cupidinibus 
fligrans, habebat in partibus Pallantem. I ſay no more of 
Agrippina, for there would be too many things to ſay upon 
that Topick. Her I have eſpecially labour d to expreſs a- 
cording to her true Character, and my Tragedy is no leſs the 
Downfal of Agrippina, than the Death of Britannicas, * whoſe - 
Death was 4 Thunderbolt to her, and it appeared (ſays 
% Facitus) by her Conſternation that ſhe was as innocent of it 
as Octavia. Agrippina in him loft her laſt Hope and she Per pe- 
tration of that Crime mad? her fear agreater : Sibi ſupremum 
auxilium ereprum, & Parricidii exemplum intelligebat. 
The Age of Britannicus was ſo well known; that I coul not 
pofibly repreſent him otherwiſe than as a young Prince that had 
a great deal of Courage, very Amorous and open hearted, 
« the ordmary Qualities of a young-Man. He was fifteen 
Tears old, and tis ſaid he had a great deal of Wit ; perhaps 
| © be had, or perhaps his Misfortunes made People over weening- 
As 1 
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- M.Raciner's Preface. 
h think ſo before he was able to give any Marks of it 
Neque ſegnem ei fuiſſe indolem ferunt, ſive verum, 
ſeu periculis commendatus 'retinuit famam' fine experi. 


mento.. þ>_ LD”, 2 Ls 
"It is no wonder he had ſo bad a Man as Narciſſus 4. 
bout him; for © Care was long before taken, that there ſhould Þ 
be ſet about Britannicus, none but ſuch as had neither 
« Faithnor Honour. Nam ut proximus quiſque Britan- 
inco neque fas neque fidem penſi haberet, olim proviſum 
erat. 1 ; | hog Phy 

It remains to ſpeak of Junia. We muſt not confound hi 
with an old Coquet whoſe Name was Junia Silana. Mine i; 
another Junia whom Tacitus calls Junia Calvina, of the Fa. 
mily of Auguſtus, Siſter of Silanus, to whom Claudius had 
promiſed Octavia. This Junia was young, beautiful, and as | 
Seneca ſays. Feſtiviſſima omnium puellarum. Fer Bro. 
* ther and ſhe loved each other tenderly and their Enemies 
** (ſays Tacitus) accuſed them of Inceſt, tho they were guilty 
only à little Indiſcretion. She lived till the Reign of 
„ Veſpaſtian. M$ 


I make her enter among the Veſtals tho, according to Aulus 

Gellius no body was ever received there under ſix Years old, if 
nor above ten. But here the People take Junia under they 
Protection: And I conſidered, that in reſpect to her Birth, 1 

Her Virtue. and to her Misfortunes they might diſpenſe with tht 
Age preſeribed by the Laws, as they had before x tag with 

the Age of ſo many great Men for the Conſulſhip, when their 

| Merits had intituled them to that Privilege. © \ 


F< — 


 DRAMATIS PERSON &. 
Nero, Emperor, the Son of Agrippina. as T 
Britannicus, Son to the Emperor Claudius. | W 


Burrhus, Governor to Nero. 5 5 Al 
Narciſſus, Governor to Britannicus. 


Agrippina, the Widow of Domitius Enobarbus, &y whom ſhe iT 
© had Nero; and, by a ſecond Marriage, Widow of the Empern T. 
Claudius. 1 1 

Junia. the Miſtreſ of Britannicus. | An 
_ Albina. Agrippina's Confident. 1 
SCENE hes at Rome, in an Apartmeut of Nero's Palach 


e 
Enter A grippina and Albinas. 


ALBINA:. 


(—— ———AT's this! whilſt Nero does to Sleep 
XX indulge, 4 
Muſt. Agrippina his Up-rifing wait! 
Wand'ring i'th' Court, unguarded, un- 
attended, | 
. Muſt Cefar's Mother watch the Door 
of Cæſar! Tument. 
Madam, I pray turn back to your Apart- 
Agr. Not for a Moment will | quit the Place: 
No, I will wait his coming forth, Albina: 
The Pain, the mortifying Pain he gives me, | v8 
Will keep Me full-employ'd. whilſt He repoſes, 3 
All my Fore-boadings are but tao too ſure. | | 9 
| (Nero againſt Britannicus declares: i EN 
175 T7 Th? impatient Nero throws off his Conſtraint: 
pm Tir'd with the People's Love, he will be Fear d. 
0 Britannicus, Allbina, is his Eye. ſore: | 
And, in, my Turn, I too am grown un welcome. 
Alb. You! io whom. Nero owes the Lite he breathes!” 
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122 BRITANNTSeus. 


Who from the diſtant rear of Empire call d him. 
And in diſ- heriſon of Claudiu Son 
Bade him be Cæſar! ſuch high Favours, Madam, 
Muſt bind him ever to you. 

Agr. True, Albin: | 
All this ſpeaks for me, if he's grateful- minded, 
But if ungratetul, all this Peak againſi me. 

Alb. Ungrate ful, Madam! no. his / whole Deportment 
Beſpeaks a Soul too conſcious of its Duty. 1 
For three whole Fears what has he ſaid, what done, 
That does not promiſe Rome a perfect Emp'ror? 
For that full Space, Rome, govern'd by his Cares, 

ancies the Conſuls times (bleſt Age) retura'd. 
He rules her Ike a Father. Every Virtue 
Auguſtus had when old, young Nero boaſts. 

Agr. True: He begins there where Auguſtus ended. 

But much ] fear, that, devious in his Courſe, 
Nero will end as t' other did begin. A 
In vain he Counterfeits: the thin Diſguiſe 
Lets in a piercing Eye: His Brow betrays him: 
His Compotition's Cruelty and Pride, 
Th'inherent Vices of the Blood he ſprung from. --- 

irft Fruits of Tyranny are always Fair. 
So Caius for a time was Rome's Delight, 
But his feigr'd Goodneſs turning into Fury, 2 
He that was Rome s Delight became her Horror. 
But af er all, what is't to me, if Nero | 
Should chance to perſevere in Virtue's track? 
Did I to him commit the Helm of State 
To be conducted as the Sengze liſted? 
If he affefts The Father of his Country, | 
And hugs himſelf in gew-gaw Titles, let him; BE 

But is not Agrippina (till his Mother? 
And yet what Term, what Name are we to give | 


Th' Attempt which this Day's rifing Sun reveal'd}® 
He knows (nor can their Paſſion be unknown} 
That Funia by Britannicus is lov d: ; 75 A 


And yet the tender Maid, by this ſame Nero; 
This virtuous Nero, is in dead of Night 


Forc'd from her own Apartment: Was it Hatred 
Or Love inſpir d bis Mind? or acts he thus 


14 


Fo 


Four Name in Rome as ſacred is as Nero's. 


 Thele Grants, Albina, do but chafe my Sore. 
I ſee my Hon urs riſe, and Credit fall. 


i. 


For very Miſchief's ſake? no, no, his Malice 
On Them avenges the Support I give em. 

* Alb. You, Madam, their Support! 

Agr. Hold, dear Albina: 


BRITANNIC UVS. 13 


3. 


To Me alone, tis true, they owe their Ruin: 

By Me Britannicus was headlong burl'd 

From his juſt Hopes of filling Claudius Throne. 

When brave Silanus, of imperial Race, 

Already was affianc'd to Octavia. 

Already greeted Claudius Son- in- law, | 

I broke the Match, and marry'd her to Nero. 

Nero has all, is all: Mine be the Care 

To ballance well the Scales twixt him and them, 

That ſo, Britannicus in time to come, 

May trim the Scales betwixt my Son and me. 
Alb. O Policy profound 
Agr. Thus from the Storm 5 

I have one ſafe eſtabliſht Port to fly to. 

Nero would ſcape me, wer't not for this Bridle. 
Alb, Why ſuch ſuperfluous Cares againſt a Son? 
Agr. I {con ſhould fear him, ceaſt he me to fear. 
Alb. Perhaps a groundleſs Terrror does alarm ye: 

But if the ties of Duty are relax'd, | 

And he no more performs the Filial Part, 


His Change at leaft eſcapes the common Sight, 
And between you and Cæſar theſe are Secrets. 
Whate'er new Titles Rome deferrs to Him, 
Nero takes none but What he gives his Mother. 
His laviſh Friendſhip is without Reſerve. 


Scarce is the ſad Octavia Ever mention d. 
Your Sire Auguſtus honour'd leſs his Livia. 
The Faſces crown'd with Lawrel, Nero firſt 
Permitted to be borne before bis Mother. 
What greater Teſtimonies can you wiſh? | 
Arr, Leſs of Reſpect, and more of Confidenee. 


' 


No, no; the Time's no more when Nero, young, 
Diſmiſt to Me the Suits of proſtrate Courtiers, 


Lodg'd in My Hands the Government's whole weight; 3 
ok &s F . | 0 n An 
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14 BaITANNICUS 


And ne'er but when I pleas'd conven'd the Senate; 
My ſelf alone, unſeen; behind the Curtain, 8 
Was that huge Body's animating Soul. 

As yet, unconfident of Rome's Good- will, 

My Son's high Station had not turn'd his Head, 

That Day, that fatal Day ſtill ſtrikes my Mind, 

When Nero, dazl'd and made drunk with Glory, 
Receiv'd Ambaſſadors from num'rous Kings 

Offering the Homage of the Univerſe: | 

I] went to ſeat me by him on his Throne: 18 
(1 know not whoſe curſt Counſel wrought my Shame) 
But Nero's Viſage, at my firſt Appearance, 
Spoke him Indignant: And my Heart miſgave me. 


To varniſh with a falſe Reſpect th' Affront, 


Th' Ingrate roſe up, and running to embrace me. 
Put me beſide the Throne, among his Slaves. 
Since this ſharp Blow, the Pow'r of Agrippina 
Declines each Day, and: haſtens tow'rds its fall. 
Others enjoy the Subſtance, ſhe. the Shadow. 
Now none's implor'd but Seneca and Burrhus; 
They are the Pipes thro whom all Favours paſs. 
Alb, Alas, if jealous Cares torment your Soul, 
Why feed you thus the Poiſon that deftroys ye? 
Go, and at leaſt Expoſtulate with Ceſar. 
Azr. Ceſar forbears to ſee me but in Publick,  ' 
He gives me Audience in my turn with others. 
His Anſwer's dictated, nay ev'n his Silence. 
Two Spies he keeps, His Governors and mine; 
And theſe in all our Interviews preſide; 
Or one or Yother. But in ſpite of them, 
The more he flies, the keener I'll purſue. * 
Liſt Night's Affair, Albina, brings me hither: . 
muff advantage take of his Diſorder | 
E'er he recover Hark, I hear a treading, 
The Door too opens, now let's haſten in 
And ask of him the Reaſon of that Rape. 
Could I ſurprize the Secrets of his Soul. 
But hah! has Burrhus been fo early with him? 
[She ſees Burrhus come out of the Emperor's Apartment”. 
Enter Burrhus. | | 
Bur. I, in the Emperor's Name, was coming, Madam, 
| I. aber 


Br1iTANNICUS. 1 7 


Tinform you of an Order, which at firſt * 
Perhaps may ſtartle you, but in it ſelf | 
Is nothing but —— © . 2 
Ar. VIL bear it from his Mouth. ſ'She offers to preſs in. 
Bur. Cefar for ſome time is inviſible. [He by her. 
Already, by a Paſſage known to few, 
The Conſuls are before- hand with you, Madam. 
But Fll return on purpoſe — | 
Agr. No, come back, 
I'll not diſturb his auguſt Privacy. 
Mean while, ſhall you and I once talk ſincerely? 
Bur. Burrhus did never love Hypocriſie. | Z 
Agr. How . mean to hide the Emp'ror from me? 
Muſt I ne'er fee him more but as a Medler, 
A Buſie, Goſſiping Impertinent ? | 
Have I then rais'd your Fortune to this height, 
To put a Barrier 'twixt my Son and me? £ 
Dare you not leave him to himſelf a Moment? 
Do you and Seneca diſpute the Glory, 8 
Who firſt ſhall blot me out of Nero's Thoughts? 
Have I giv'n You the Guidance of his Youth, 
To render him ungrateful; and to be, 
Under his Name, the Maſters cf the State? 
Surely the more I think. the leſs I fancy 
You dare to reckon Me among your Creatures; 
You whoſe high Hopes I might ha' let grown old: 
In th' obſcure Honours of ſome Regiment, 
And I who ſcepter'd Anceſtry can boaſt, 
Daughter, Wife, Siſter, Mother of your Maſters, . 
What is your drift, Sir? think ye that I meant 
To give my ſelf three Emperors in one? 
Nero's of Age: ls it not time he reign? . 
When is't you fling zway the Rod and Feſcue? 
Can he fecnothing yet but with your Eyes? 
Has he not Anceftors to form his Conduct? 
Let him T'berius copy, or Auguſtus, 
Or, if hean, Germanicus my Father. 
Amidſt ſuch Heroes 1 don't place my ſelf... 
end. But there are Virtues I could sketch out to him. 
x At leaſt I could inſtruct him, how much Diſtance 
am, IE due between a Subject and bimſelf, : | 
* m Bur. The ſole Occaſion of my coming forth Was 


* 


BRITANNICUS. 


Was to excuſe an Action of the Emp'ror's. 
But fince, without permitting me to clear him, 
I'm charg'd with the remainder of his Life, 
FH anſwer, Madam, as a rough-hewn Soldier, 
Who wants the Art of Gleſſing home-ſpun Truths: 

| You to my Care committed Caſar's Youth, 
T own it, and fhall ever bear in Mind. 
But did | ſwear to you that Id betray him, 
And make of him an Emperor of Clouts ? 
No. I'm not now taccount for him to you. 
He's not your Son; he's Maſter of the World. 
The Roman State requires him 1t 22 Hands. 
If he muſt needs have been bred up in Ign'rance, 
Were there none elſe but Seneca and me? | 
Wherefore were Flatterers remov'd from near him? 
Why were Corrupters fetcht from Baniſnment? 
The Court of Claudius could have furniſht ſtore; 
Thouſands had been ſollicitous t* have ſpoilt him; 
He, under them, had been a Boy for ever. 
What d'ye complain of, Madam? you're Rever' d. 
Rome ſwears by Cæſars Mother, as by Cæſar. 
*Tis true, he does not daily come to lay 
The Empire at your Feet, and {well your Court: 
But ought he, Madam? can't his Gratitude 
Be made conſpicuous but by his Dependance? 
Muſt Nero, always humble, always tim'rons, 
Be never more than nominally Ceſar? 
Rome- juſtifies him. Rome, ſo long + Slave-ridden 
In Claudius Reign, her Freedom dates from Nero: 
What ſaid 1? Virtue's ſelf ſeems to revive. 
Rome is no more a Prey to one Man's Luſt. 
The People name their Magiſtrates, uncheck't; 
Caſar names Captains at the Soldiers choice. 
Thruſeas i th Senate, Corbulo.!'th* Army 
Are Innocent, in ſpite of their high Merit. 
The Deſarts lately fill'd with exil'd Senators 
Are now inhabited by their Accuſers. 
Why ſhou'd not Ceſar liſten to our Counſels, 
If they tend only to increaſe bis Glory? 

But, Madam, Nero. can conduct himſelf. Pm 


He mean Ironically himſelf and Seneca, who wers fetcht from 
Exile to tutor Nero. | 


Claudius was entirely rut 'A by his Libexti, his Freed-S/aver 


— — — 3 — — 
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I'm not ſo vain to ſay I'm his Director. | 

Doubtleſs to ſhape his Courſe arighr, he ought 

Upon his Anceſtors to fix his Eye, 

And, to do well, be only like himſelf; 

Happy, if, to each other chain'd, his Virtues 

Do every Year bring back his firſt Beginnings! 
Agr." So _ timorous for what's to come, 

You think, without You, Nero Il go aftray. 

But you, who with your Workmanſhip content, 

Do take ſuch Pains to ſpread his Virtues forth, 

Unfold to us the Reaſons why this Nero, 

Turn'd Raviſher, has forc'd Silanus Siſter; | 

Was it to brand with Infamy the Blood 

Of my Progenitors, in Funia's Veins? 

What is his Charge againſt her? What Attempt 

Has made her, in one Day, a guilty Traitreſs? 

She who till now unnurtur'd up in Pride, 

Had ne'er ſeen Nero, but for this late Force, 

Nay, wou'd ha'.deem'd it not the ſmalleſt Bleſſing, 
The Happineſs of never ſeeing him. A 
Bur. I know: not that ſhe's charg'd with any Crime: 

Nor, Madam, is ſhe yet condemn'd by Ceſar. 

Here are no Objects to offend her Eyes. 

She's in a Palace fill'd with her Relations. 

You know, the Rights which are inherent in her, 

May make a Rebel of her Spouſe, You know, 

The Blood of Ceſar ought not to be mixt 

With any but whom Ceſar ſhall think fit: 

Your ſelf muſt own *tis wrong to give away | 

Without Him, a Deſcendant of Auguſtus. | | 
Ar. Enough, Sir. Nero by your Mouth informs me 

That to depend on me, Britannicus | 

Truſts to a broken Reed. I, to avert 

His Eyes from dwelling on his hapleſs State, 

Flatter'd his Fondneſs with the hopes of Marriage: 

But Nero will, to my Confuſion, ſhew 

That Agrippina can do nought but Promiſe, 

Rome has too great a Notion of my Power, | 

Im So he, by this Affront, will undeceive her, 

fror And teach with Terror, the affrighted World, | 
6 How to diſtinguiſh betwixt him, and me. 38 
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He may. However, this I dare to tell him, 
That he ſhou'd firſt be firm in his own Seat, 
And that by forcing me to try my Strength 
He but expoſes his; and in the Scales 
My Name may prove more pond'rous than he thinks. 
Ber. How, Madam! ftill ſuſpicious of his Duty? 
Nor can't he take a ſtep but you're alarm'd ? 
Cou'd he imagine, you with Fanta ſided? 
Or in Britannicus's Cauſe took part ? 
Are you become your Adverſaries Prop, 
To have a Handle to complain of Nero? 
On the leaſt Tale that's carry'd to and fro, 
Will you ſtill threaten to divide the Empire? 
Will your Fears never know: Ceſſation, Madam, 
And muſt Expoundings take up all your Viſits? 
Ah! lay aſide a Cenſor's uncouth Task; 
Put on th' Indulgence of an eaſie Mother. 
Suffer ſome Coldneſſes without Impatience, 
Nor give the Court a Signal to forſake ve. 2 \ 
Agr. Who, think ye, will be proud of my Protection, 
When Nero does himſelf proclaim my Ruin?" = 
When from his Preſence Agrippina's baniſht, 
And Burrhus dares detain her at his Dorf 
Bur. Madam, I ſee tis time to hold my Peace, 
And that my Freedom grows diſpleaſing to ye. 
Your Sorrow is unjuſt; and every Reaſon 
That ſooths it not, does but increaſe Suſpicion. 
But to Britannicus | yield my Place. [Segs Brit. 
Fll leave you, a keen Liſt'ner to his Murmurs: | 
Perhaps amidſt his Plaints you'll hear him, Madam, 
Tax thoſe whom Nero has the leaſt conſulted. [Exit Bur. 
| Enter Britannicus, and Narciſſus. - 
Agr. Ah! Prince, where run * ? What impatient Warmth 
Thus blindly hurries you amidſt your Foes? : | 
What ſeek ye here? 2 | 
Brit. What do I feek? Ah Heav'ns! _ 
All, all that I in Life held dear, is loft :- 
Loft here. My Junia by a frightful Band 
Of Men in Arms was hither drag'd by Night. 
Ah! think what Dread muſt ſeize her tender Soul 
At that new Sight... In ſhort, ſhe's taken from me, 


Harſh Þ 


on, 


Brit. | 


Bur. 


rmth. 


Harſh | 
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Harſh Law, to ſep'rate thoſe whom Mis'ry join d! 
They fear d leſt we by mingling our Laments 
Shou'd help to bear each other's load of Woe. | 

Agr. Enough. I feel your Wrongs no leſs than You, 
My Plaints have been before-hand with your Murmurs. 
But it ſhall ne'er be in the Pow'r of Spleen 
To diſanul the Promiſe which I made you. 

I'll ay no more. But if you'd hear me further, 
Follow to Pallas's; I'll wait you there. [Ex. Agr. and Alb. 

Bri: Shall 1 believe her? May I build upon her, 

As Arbiter between her Son and me? 

What ſay'ſt thou to't, Narciſſus? Is ſhe not 
The very Perſon, that ſame Agrippina, | 
Whom my fond Father marry'd to my Ruin, 
And who, if I may credit thee, cut ſhort 

His Thread of Life, too long for her Deſigns ? 

Nar. Mo matter. She like you reſents th' Affront. 
She vows to give you Funia for a Bride. 11 
Unite your Indignations, join your Int'reſts. 

Tis to no purpoſe Here to pour forth Tears. 
While you with ſuppliant Voice and bended Knee, 
Scatter Complaints abroad, inſtead of Terror; 


While your Reſentment's loſt in empty Words, 


You may go on and Moan for ever Here, 


Brit. Ah! well thou know'ſt, Nareiſſus, whether't © = 


Have tamely reconcil'd my ſelf to Slavery. 
Thou know'ſt my Fall has not ſo ſtunn'd my Senſes 


As to renounce my Rights of Birth for ever. 


But I'm as yet alone. My Father's Friends, 

Frozen by my Misfortune, keep in covert. - F 9437 
And ey'n my unripe Age holds at a diſtance - ' 
Many who in their Hearts are loyal to me. al 

For twelve Moons paſt, that I by ſome Experience. 
Have gain'd a ſad Acquaintance with my Lot, 

What have I ſeen around me but bought Friends, 
Aſſiduous Spies of every Step I take, | 
Who, pickt by Nero for this ſcoundrel Commerce. 
Barter with him the Secrets of my Soul? 

And thus, Narciſſus, every Day I'm ſold. 

He my Deſigns fore- ſees, he hears my Words, 

And knows, as well as thou, my very Heart. 


i 
j 
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What think'ſt thou on't, Narciſſus? 
Nar. Ab, curſt Baſeneſs, 5 
But you ſhould grow more wary in your Choice 
Of Confidents, my Lord, and not pour forth 
Your Secrets, but to thoſe whe have Diſcretion. 
Brit. Narciſſus, thou ſay'ſt right. But Diffidence 
Is the laſt thing a generous Spirit learns. 
But yet, or I'm deceiy'd, Pye found Thee faithful. 
My Father bade me truſt thee, I remember. 
Thou haſt with ceaſeleſs watching ſtill preſerv d me 
From ſplitting on a thouſand hidden Rocks. 
Go then and caſt thy prying Eyes abroad, 
See if my Friends are ftirr'd with this new Rumour. 
Examine well their Looks. Obſerve their Words. 
Try if I may depend upon their Aid. 
But aboye all exert thy Cunning Here, | 
And let me know how Nero keeps the Princeſs. 
Whether her beauteous Eyes out- ride the Storm: 
And whether I may ſee her, undebarr d. 
Mean while I bend my Steps to Nero's Mother, 
To Pallas's Apartment. I will ſee her; | 
Spirit her up, purſue her, and if poſſible, 
Under her Name go further than ſhe'd have me. [ Exit. 


„ —— 


D 
Enter Nero, Burrhus, Narciſſus, and Guards, 


1 N ſpite of her Extravagances, Burrhus, 

Still ſhe's my Mother, and I'll paſs em by. 

Not that I'll longer ſee with patient Eyes 

Th' audacious Minifter that ſooths her Follies. 

Pallas with pois'nous Counſels taints her daily; 

Debauches too Britannicus my Brother; | 

Him only they conſult. Perhaps evin now, 

Whoever went would find them at his Houſe... 

It is too much. I muſt remove this Pallas. 

Once then for all, let him depart the City; 

Thus I ordain: Nor let the ſetting Sun 

Find him again in Rome, or in my Court. 

Go, Burrhus: Carry this Command from us. * 
| e 


All things on Ceſar ſmile: And Fate's his Slave. 
| Laſt Night I view'd her entring in theſe Places. 


| Her artleſs Charms were cloath'd with 22 Apparel, 


| Too preſent to my Eyes methought 1 ſpoke to her: 


My Eyes, unclos d, expected lingring Day. 
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The Safety of the Empire ſo requires. Ex, Bus. | 


Draw near, Narciſſus. | | 
Nar. Now, (the Gods be thankt!) 
unia ſecur d, ſecures each Roman to ye. 
Your Enemies, fal'n from their towring _ 
Are gone to Pallas's to mourn their Weakneſs. - 
But hah! my Lord, what's this? you ſeem diſturb'd, 
More than Britannicus diſturb'd, confounded. 
What means that Sadneſs which obſcures your Brow, 
Thoſe gloomy Looks which you throw round at random? 


Nero. There is no help, Narciſſus. Nero loves. 
Nar. Nero in love! | 


Nero. Never before this moment, 

But now for Life; I love, I worſhip Funia. 
Nar. Fania! 
Nero. Excited by an Itch of Novelty, 


Mournful ſhe moy'd,. all bath'd in Tears her Eyes, 
Which as ſhe rais'd to Heav'n out-ſhone the Torches; 


Such as of Beauty torn. from balmy Re 

Perhaps the diſhabill, the Shades, the Torches, 
The Shouts, the Silence, and her fierce Invaders, 
Had given a tim'rous Sweetneſs to her Eyes. 

Be that as *twill: With the bright Object charm'd : 

I went to ſpeak, but ſoon my Voice forſook me: 
Seiz'd with Amazement, motionleſs I ſtood, 

And to her own Apartment let her paſs. 

I went to mine. And there, alone, I ſtrove 

To put her Image from me, but in vain. 


" 


I lov'd the very Tears I was the cauſe of: 

Then, but alas too late, 1 ask'd her Pardon. 4 
Sometimes I'Sighs, and ſometimes Threats employ d. 
And thus diſtracted with my new- born Paſſion, 


But I perhaps her Portrait draw too fair, 

An overweening Fondneſs may infuſe 

Too advantageous Notions of her Petſon, 1 
Narciſſus, what think To N 
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Nar. I am amaz'd *** 
She could fo long conceal her ſelf from Cæſar. 
Nero. Whether her Mind ſuggeſted Nero to her, 
As the Foundation of her Brother's Ruin; | 
Whether her Heart, big with auſtere Diſdain, 
Envy'd our Eyes a ſight of her Perfections; 
Conſtant to Sorrow, and ſhut up in Darkneſs, 
She ſtole her ſelf ev'n from her very Fame. 
And *tis this Virtue, newly ſeen at Court, 
{© Whoſe Perſeverance irritates my Love. h 
Whilft throughout Rome's wide bounds there's not a Dame 
But counts my Love an Honour, and is proud on't ; 
Whilſt each bright Maid, ſo ſoon as ſhe dares truſt 
Her Looks, eſſays em upon Ceſar's Heart: 
Alone, the modeſt Funia, in my Palace, 
Regards their Honours as an Ignominy, 
And peradventure deigns not to inquire 
If Cæſar's lovely, or knows how to love? 
Say, is Britannicus in love with 7unia? 
Nar. He, my Lord, love her? 
Nero. Is he not too young ? | 
Knows he the Poiſon of inchanting Eyes ? | 
Nar. My Lord, Love does not always ftay for Reaſon; 
Doubtleſs, he loves her. By ſuch Charms inſtructed, 
His Eyes already are inur'd to Tears. 
He veers to every point of her Deſires: 
Ever Complacent, and perhaps Perſwaſive. | 
Nero. How? has he any Empire o'er her Heart? 
Nar. I know not. But, my Lord, this I can fay, 
I've ſometimes ſeen him flinging from the Court, 
His Breaſt with Anger boiling, tho' conceal'd, 
Curſing th' Ingratitude of thoſe that ſnun him, 
Repining at your Grandeur and his Slavery, 
Floating betwixt his Fear and his Impatience ; 
Then went to wait on Funia, and return'd 
Wrapt up in Thought. "Ip 
Nero. The more he knows to pleaſe her 
The more unhappy Wretch he'll be: He ought, 
Rather ten thouſand times, to wiſh her Hatred. 
Nero will not be tamely jealous 


Nur. 
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Nay. How? | 1 
Does my dread Lord diſturb himſelf with that? 
Funia might pity him-and ſhare his Pain: 
She ne'er ſaw other trickling Tears but kis. 
But now the ſcales will fall from off her Eyes, 
And viewing with a nearer Look Your Luſtre, 
She'll ſee around ye Kings bereft of Crowns, 
Unknown among the Crowd, and ev'n her Lover, 
Watching your Eyes and proud to get a Glance; 
When, from that height of Glory, ſhe ſhall ſee 
Nero deſcend, and ſighing own her Conqueſt, 
Then, Maſter of a Heart already charm'd, 
Command her but to love ye, and you're loy'd. 


Nero. What Store of Troubles and vexatious Cares 
&TC 


Im laying in. | 
Nar. What can impede your Courſe? 
Nero. All things. Octavia, Agrippina, Burrhus, 
Seneca, Rome entire, and three Years Virtue. 
Not that the Flame of my connubial Love 
Still to Octavia burns: No, that's extinct. 
With her Sollicitudes long fince fatigu'd, 
My Eyes are rarely Witneſs to her Moans. 8 
Happy if an obliging kind Divorcement 
Would caſe me quickly of the galling Yoke! 
Nay, the Gods feem in ſecret to condemn her: 


Four Years her Pray'rs have deafen'd them in yain: 


23 


Her Virtue moves them not: No Pledge from Hearn 


Honours the genial Bed: The Reman Empire, 
With ineffectual Vows, demands an Heir. 


Nar. Why then do you demur to put her from ye? 
Rome, your own Heart, my Lord, all, all condemns her. 


Your Anceſtor Auguſlus, ſigh'd for Livia; 

By a Divorce, two-fold, They were united, 
And to that bleſt Divorce You owe the Empire. 
klac d in Auguſtus Family by Marriage 
Tiberius dar d to put away his Daughter. Ph 
You, you alone, conſtraining your Defires, 
Fear to enjoy your ſelf by Separation. 


Nero. And know'ft thou not th impatient Agripina a 


Methinks I ſee her leading in Octavia, 
Urging, with Eyes inflam d and ſtern Regard, 


The 
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The ſacred Ties of Wedlock form'd by Her; 
Then thund'ring in my Ears a long recital | 


Of my Ingratitudes. With what a Brow '  _—_ 7 
Shall I ſuſtain this moſt unwelcome Converſe? - | 

Nav. Are you not Maſter of your ſelf and her? | J 
Muſt you till tremble-under her Tuttion? . 
Reign for your ſelf. Too long you've 2 for her. 5 
Fear you? —— what ſaid 1? no, you fear her not. | 


You juſt now baniſht the audacious Pallas, 

Pallas, whoſe only Prop ſhe's known to be. 
Nero. | order, threaten, when at Diſtance from her; 

L liſten to your Counſels, dare approve em, 


Stirr my ſelf up againſt her, and could brave her; 


But (I now bare my naked Soul before thee) I 
Soon as ill Fortune flings her croſs my way, | 
Whether I dare not yet withſtand the Pow'r 80 
Of Eyes, in which ſo long I've read my Duty; ＋. 
Whether my Mind, of Benefits retentive, A by 
Suggeſts in ſecret All I hold of her; | db 
Or what Cauſe elſe, my Efforts are too weak, bs 
My Genius trembling bows.the Head to hers. W] 
And tis to ſet me free from this Dependance Ha 
I ſhun her ev'ry where and ey'n affront her,, Na 
That ſhe might Me avoid as I do Her. Bri 
But I too long detain thee. Go, Narciſſus: 7 No 
Britannicus perhaps may think thee falſe. « _ | We 
Nar. No, no, Britannicus is wrapt in Me. No 


He thinks, my Lord, I ſee you by his Order, 


And that I'm here collecting News for Bim3”. -:: -- : An 
Impatient, above all, to ſee his Miſtreſs, . 02 
He from my Cares expects the grateful Means. | Br 
Nero. 1 yield tot: Carry him the welcome Tidings: I Fro 
Britannicus ſhall ſee her. | "0 OF 
Nay. Nay, my Lord. Per] 
Nero. I have my Reaſons, and thou mayſt conceive, In 
J'1 fell him dear the Pleaſure of that Sight. He 
But boaſt to him thy happy Stratagem.. Þ = iN 
Tell him you've trickt ey'n Me in his behalf. Pros 
And that without my Order tis he ſees her. A Door opens. | 


Some Body's moving this way. Hah! *tis Tunia. les 
Go find thy Maſter out and bring him hither. ¶ Exit Nar, 
85 15 Euter 
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R Enter Juni» *? F'2 $00 
Nero. Madam you're diſcompos d, and change your Colour. 
Read you in Nero's Eyes ill. boding Omens? 2 
Fun. My Lord, 1 can't diſguiſe my Error t ye. 
meant to ſee Octavia, not the Emperor. 
Nero. I know it, Madam, and with Envy heard 
Tour kind Intentions to that happy Woman. 
FFF | 
Nero. Is ſhe the only Perſon, think ye, | 
That in this Place has Eyes to find your Merit? 2 
Jun. Whom elſe, my Lord, would ye that I implore? 
Of whom inquire a Crime I'm ign'rant of? | 
You can't but know it, you who puniſh it. 
beg, my Lord, you'd let me know my Fault. 
Nero. How, Madam! is it then fo flight a thing 
So long to rob us of your lovely Preſence? 
Thoſe Treaſures Heav'n has pleas'd to deck you with, 
Were they conferr'd upon you to be bury'd ? 
Shall the too bleſt Britannicus behold 
In ſtealth his Love increaſe and your Attractions? 
Why, cruel Fair, excluded from that Glory. 
Have you exil'd Me to my Court thus long ? 
Nay more: Tis ſaid You, unoffended, ſuffer N 
Erita nnicus © unfold his Paſſion t' ye. 1 
Not that I can believe, the rigid Funia 
Would flatter Him without conſulting Me; 
Nor that ſhe'd yield to love or be belov'd, 
And I not made acquainted but by Fame. 


— Q - 
” 


Jun. I muſt, my Lord, confeſs, his Sighs have daign'd 
Sometimes t'unfold the Longings of his Soul: e 
Py Britannicus turns not away his Eyes 
5% from an unhappy Maid, the only Remnant 
Of an illuſtrious Ship-wreckt Family. vat 


UE . 

: Perhaps he calls to mind that Claudius nam'd me, 5 | 
we, Fn happier times, the Object of his Vows. - | 
fe loyes me, and therein obeys his Father; 
Nor is Your Mother, Sir, offended at it. j 
rour Aims are fo conformable to hers —— he: i 

open. Nero. She, Madam. has her Aims, and I have mine: 
- Nat! Ler's talk no more of Claudius, or my Mother, | 
12 Tis not Their Choice that docs determine Me. | 


B I 
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IJ only am to anſwer for you, Madam; bh 
My Hand alone ſhall point ye out a Husband. 
Fun. Ab, think, my Lord, that any other Tye 
Would ſhame the Cæſars, Authors of my Birth. 
Nero, No, Madam, he to whom I mean to give ye 
May without Shame unite your Race with his. | 
"You need not bluſh when you accept his Flame. 
Fun. Whom does my Lord intend ? 
Nero. Madam, my elf. 
"Fun. Your ſelf! 
Nero. I would have nam'd another, Funia, 
Had there been any other above Nero. 
My Eyes, to find a Choice you might ſubſcribe to, 
Have travell'd o'er the Ccurt, Rome, and the Empire. 
The more I've ſtudy'd, Madam, in what Hands 
To truſt this Treaſure of immenſe Eſteem, 
The more I find that Cæſar only ought 
"To te the happy Guardian of ſuch Worth, 
And that no Hands deſery'dly can retain you 
But thoſe which wield the Scepter of the World. 
Conſult your ſelf. Revolve your early Years. 
Claudius, tis true, deſign'd you for his Son, | 
But that was when he thought to name Him Heir. 
Heav'n has pronounc'd; then croſs not Hean's Appoint- 
But take part with the Empire's actual Heir. [ ment, 
In vain has Heav'n conferr d this Gift upon me, | 
If Your Heart, Madam, is to go elſewhere; 
If ſach-Fatigues, which ever wait on Crowns, 
Are unrelax'd, unſweetn'd by ſuch Charms; 
If whilſt to Watchings,. to Alarms I give 
A Life ſtill lamentable, and ti]! enyy'd, 
I may not ſometimes at Your Feet reſpire. 
Let not Odavia Madam, give ye Umbrage; 
Tou have the Voice of Rome as well as mine. 
"The publick Cry repudiates Octavia, d 
And makes me looſe a Knot which Heav'n diſowns, 
«Conſider then, and poiſe within your ſelf 
This Offer, worthy of a Prince that loves you; 
Warthy of your bright Eyes tco long impriſon'd, 
Worthy of the whole World to whom you owe em. 


In 


oint- 
nent, 


it 


Pray have leſs Terror, or leſs Modeſty. 


| The Pride of a Refuſal youll repent ol. [W Thoughts. 


but let's be plain, and drop the Myſtery; 


The Siſter much ſeſs moves you than the Brother, 
And for Britannicus —— | 


Br1TANNICUS. 27 


Fun. My Lord, I juſtly am amaz'd, confounded. | | 

Within the Courſe of ene revolving Day | - 

1 ſee my ſelf drag'd hither like a Criminal: | 

And when with Terror I appear before ye, | 

(Hardly in my own Innocence confiding) 

You offer me, at once, Octavia's place. 

Yet I may dare to ſay I've not deſerv'd 

Or that Indignity or this high Honour, 

And can you hope, my Lord, a hapleſs Maid, 

Who early ſaw her Family extinct, 1 

Who in Retirement feeding her Affliction, 

Has gain'd a full Acquaintance with Mis fortune, 

Should on a ſudden paſs, from her dark Corner, 

Into a Rank, conſpicuous to the World, 

Whoſe Glare did ev'n at diſtance overcome her, 

And which in ſhort another fills ſo well? 
Nero. Did I not ſay I'm putting her away? 


Forbear to tax my Choice with Indiſcretion. 

Ill anſwer for you; only give Conſent. | 
Recal to mind the Blood from whence you ſpring; 
And don't prefer to Ceſar's ſolid Offers, | 


Jun. Heay'n knows, my Lord, the bottom of my 
I don't indulge my ſelf to empty Glory, - + 
I know to rate the Greatneſs of your Preſents, 
But the more Splendor they would ſhed upon me 
The more they would abaſh me, and expoſe _ 
The Crime of having ſtrip't the Heireſs of em. 

Nero. You for her Intreſts ſhew a wondrous Care, 
And Friendſhip cannot go a greater Length, 


Fun. He has, 1 own, | 
Found Paſſage to my Heart: I won't conceal it. 
This Frankneſs, without-doubt, is indiſcreer; 
But my Tongue knows not to bely my Though's; 
Remote from Court, I thought 1 need not learn 
The Art of talking what I never meant. 
| loye Britannicus: was deſtin d for him 
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When all things ſeem'd to promiſe him the Empire. 


| But thoſe ſame Ills which have remov'd him from't, 
His faded Honours, his deſerted Palace, 


The flight of Courtiers whom his Fall has baniſht, 
Are ſtill the Ties which bind me faſter to him. 
All that You ſee, conſpires to make ye happy; 
Your Days ſerene glide on in ſoft Delights. 
The Empire is your drainleſs ſource of Pleaſure; 
Or if ſome Damp does interrupt your Joy 
Straight the whole World is buſie to remove it. 
Britannicus is Iiuꝑle. ſolitary : 
Whatever load of Woe he feels, there's none, 
None, none but I to pity his Misfortune. 
All bis Delight conſiſts in Moans, which make him 
A while forget the preſſure of his Ills. 

Nero. Madam, tis that Delight, thoſe Moans I envy, 
Which all but He ſhould pay tor with their Life. 
But I intend that Prince a gentler Treament. 


Madam, he'll ſoon be here to wait upon ye. 


Fun. My Lord, your Virtues ever were my Anchor. 
Nero. I could prohibit him the Entrance here. 

But I am willing to prevent the Danger 

Which his Reſentment might expoſe him to. 

I fain would fave him. It were better far 

He hear his Sentence from the Mouth he loves. 


If in your Eyes he's dear, remove him from ye; 


But let him have no grounds to think I'm Jealous: 
As from your ſelf let him His Exile take, 
And whether you diſcourſe or filent ſtand, 


At leaſt by your Indiff rence let him gather 


He muſt transfer his Vows and Hopes elſewhere, 
Fun. I, Sir? can I pronounce ſo harſh a Sentence? 
I. who a thouſand times have ſworn the contrary ? 
Nay, tho' I could betray my ſelf ſo far, 
My Eyes, my Lord, would bid him not obey me. 
Nero. I, from my Covert, ſhall obſerve you, Madam. 
Lock up your Paſſion in your inmoſt Soul. 
You can no Language uſe but I can conſtrue, 
J ſhall decypher ev'n your Looks, tho' mute. 
It but a Glance or Sigh eſcape, to ſooth him; 
His Ruin, fixt as Fate, ſhall pay the Forfeit. 


1 
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Fun. Alas, if I might dare to form a Wiſh, 
Never, my Lord, O never let me ſee him. 
Enter Narciſſus. : 
Nay. My Lord, Britannicus inquires for Funia. 
Nero. Let him approach, 
Fun. Alas, my Lord. 
Nero. I leave ye. 
His Fortune more depends on You than Me. 
While you ſee him, remember J ſee you. [Ex. Nero. 
Fun. Ah! dear Narciſſus, run and meet thy Maſter, 
Tell him —— Tm loft: Already he appears. 
x Enter Britannicus. 
Brit. O my exceſſive. Joy! does Funia's Preſence 
Bleſs poor Britannicus, or does he dream? 
But ah! I feel a ſecret Damp, a Worm 
That gnaws the Core while all looks fair without. 
Muſt | be forc'd with Shifts and Tricks to ſteal 
A Bleſſing, which your Eyes indulg'd me daily? 
O curſed Night! Did not your Tears, your Preſence 
Diſarm th' audacious Dogs? what did your Lover, 
How was He buſy'd then? what envious Demon 
With-held him from expiring in your Cauſe ? 
Amidſt ſuch Terrors could ye think of me? 


My Princeſs, did you deign to wiſh me near ye, 


Or think how griev'd, how wretched I muſt-be? 
You ſpeak not to me! hah! how cold you are! 
Is this the Comfort you afford my Sorrow? 


Speak. We're alone. Our cheated Enemy 


At diſtance is employ'd, then let's improve 
The Moments of his bleſſed Abſence, Funia. 

Fun. His Power fills the Place you're in, my Lord. 
The very Walls may be endu'd with Eyes, 
And never is the Emperor abſent here. 

Brit. How long has Funia been ſo very fearful ? 
Already does your Love admit Imprifonment? 
Where is that Heart which always ſwore to make 
Ev'n Nero's ſelf envy our fond Endearments? 


- 


But baniſh, Madam, an ungrounded Fear. 


Faith is not yet in every Breaſt extinguiſht. 
Each outwardly does ſeem t approve my Anger: 
„„ 
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Ev'n Nero": Mother has for Us declar'd. 
And Rome her ſelf's offended with his Conduct. 
Fun. Alas! you ſpeak things diff rent from your Thoughts. 
Have you not own'd a thouſand times to Me 
That Rome commended him with one joint Voice ? 
You ever paid ſome Homage to his Virtue; 
Tis ſurely Spite that makes you change your Language. 
Brit. Your words ſurprize me, Madam; much ſurprize me. 
I ſought you not for this, to hear you praiſe him. 
With utmoſt Art I ſteal a favouring Moment 
To let you know the Anguiſh of my Soul, 
And do you, Madam, waſte this precious Moment 
In praifing Him by whom I am oppreſt? As 
How diffrent from your ſelf has one Day made ye? 
What! have your very Looks learnt Silence too? 
What can this mean? you fear to meet my Eyes? 
Does Nero pleaſe you? am I odious t'ye? | 
By all the Powrs above, 1 beg, conjure you, 
Diſpel the Trouble which weighs down my Soul. 
Say; is Britanuicus to be forgot? 
Fun. Retire, my Lord, the Emperor is coming. 
Brit. After this Mow, Narciſſus, what Hope's left? 
5 [Zxit Brit, 
: | Enter Nero. 
Nero. Madam. 
Fun. My Lord, I cannot hear yeu: No. 
You've been obey'd. Art leaſt with-hold me not 
From Tears, to which his Eyes will not be witneſs. Exit. 
Nero. Obſerv'ſt thou not the Violence of their Love, 
Narciſſus ? it appear'd ev'n in her Silence. 
1 won't deceive my ſelf: She loves my Rival. 
Put my Delight ſhall be to make him mad, 
His Pain to Me a charming Image gives; 
With Pleaſure I beheld him doubt her Truth. 
Fl follow her. Britannicus waits Thee. 
Go, and with freſh Suſpicions vex his Mind, 
And, {whilſt I ſee how much he's wept, ador d) 
Make him pay dear a Good he's ignorant of, [ Exit, 
NXNarciſſus alone. | 
Fortune, Narciſſus gives a ſecond Call, _ 
And wouldſt thou diſobey the Goddeſs Voice? 
Let's 
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Fet's follow to the end her kind Commands; 


And to improve our Fortune or our Joy, | 
No Seruple make the Wretched to deſtroy... Exit. 


i» * — 
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a 3 Euter Nero, and Burrhus. 
Bar. Dalla, my Lord, will pay Obedience. 
Nero. Well ? | 1 
How look d my Mother at her Favourite's Fall? 
Zur. No doubt, my Lord, the Blow has ſtruck her deep, 
And that ſhe'll ſoon diſcharge her Grief in Clamour, 
Her Tranſports have long ſince broke out in Noiſe. 
Heav'n grant they always end in empty Cries! 
Nero. Do'ſt think her capable of aught beſide? 
Bur. My Lord, your Mother till is to be dreaded: 
Rome, and the Soldiery revere her Stres; | 
Germanicus is preſent to their Mint. 
She knows her Power: You her Spirit know; 
And what till ſwells my Apprehenſions more, 
You back her Wrath, and arm her gainſt your ſelf. 
t. Nexo. I, Burrbus? l ne, | IP. < 
| Zur. Yes, my Lord; that Love which late 
Nero. 1 underſtand you: tis not to be cur' d. 
In ſhort, I'm doom'd to love. | | 
| Bur. You fancy ſo; | | 
it. And, with ſome ſlight Reſiſtance ſatisfy d, 
e, Fear a Diſtemper, feeble in its Birth; © 
But if your Heart, tenacious of its Greatneſs, 
Wou'd break off correſponding with its Foe, 
And not play Booty gainſt it ſelf, my Lord: 
If you conſult the Glory you've acquir'd; 
If you recall to Mind @Favis's Virtues, | 
And her chaſte Love ſurmounting your Contempt; 
If above all, avoiding Funia's Preſence, 
To ſome Days Abſence you condemn your Eyes; 
Euit. Believe me, Sir, you'd be your ſelf again. 
| None love, my Lord, unleſs they will themſelves. 


B 4 Nero. 
Lees | 
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: Nero. Burrhus, when threatning Danger calls to Army 


Or when the Senate fits in cool Debate, 

I'll hear your Counſel, which, was ever Wiſe. 
But, take my Word for't, Love's another Science, 
Burrhus nor wou'd 1 for the World preſunmne 
To make your Gravity deſcend ſo low —— 


Farewel: Tis Death to be thus long from Funia. [E##. 
| | 


Burrhus alone. 
Nero at length unfolds his Genius, Burrhus: 


That Fierceneſs, which thou thought'ſt to bend, is ready 


To break thy feeble Ties, and leap the Mounds 
Preſcrib'd by thy weak Counſel. What Exceſſes 
May it expoſe him to! Omniſcient Heav'n, 

In this wild Sea direct me how to ſteer! 

My Brother Seneca, who might have eas'd me, 
Remote from Rome, is ignorant of this Danger. 

But what if Agrippina's Tenderneſs | 

I cou'd excite — But hold, ſhe comes, thank Fortune; 
Enter Agrippina, and Albina. 


Agr. Well, Burrhus, was I wrong in my Suſpicions? 


You ſignalize your ſelf by glorious Leſſons. 
Pallas is baniſh'd, he whoſe only Crime 

Was that he rais'd your Maſter to the Empire. 
Too well you know it: but for his Advice, 
Who govern'd Claudius with reſiſtleſs Sway, 
The Emp'ror never. had adopted Nero, 

A Rival too is quarter'd on OZavia, 

And Nero's Nuptial Vows are diſannull'd. 
Worthy Employment of a Miniſter 
Choſen to curb the Freaks ef heady Youth, 
To flatter them himſelf, and give him Leſſons 
To :light his Mother, and forget his Wife! 

Bur. Madam, your Accuſations are too early. 
All that as yet is done, admits Excuſe. | 
Pailas's Exile was but neceſſary : 

His Pride long fiace exacted that Revrard, 

And Nero does but, with Regret, fulfill 

What the whole Court in ſecret wiſh'd were done. 
Nor is the reſt, as yet, a cureleſs Miſchief. 

The Source from whence Oavia's Tears take riſe 
May be dry'd up. But calm your Paſſion, Madam; 


Mild. 
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Mildneſs may move her Spouſe and fix his Love, 


While Threats and Clamours make him but more Savage. 


Agr. I ſee your Aim, In yain you'd ſtop my Mouth. 


Too long I'm filent, and you grow upon't. _ 14. 


Too long I've fear'd a Creature of my making. 

My whole Support's not gone along with Pallas; 
There's Means enow, thank Heav'n, t'avenge my Ruin. 
Clandius's Son begins to have a Senſe 

Of certain Crimes which I repent me of. 

I' go and ſhew him to the Army, Sir, | 

Mourn to the Soldiers Eyes his Youth oppreſt, 

And teach 'em, by my ſelf, t'attone their Error. 


On one Side ſhall be feen an Emp'ror's Son 


Re- challenging the Faith ſwyorn to his Houſe, - © 
Backt by the Daughter of Germanicus; | 
On t'cther Side the Son of Enobarbus, 
Suſtain'd by Seneca and Tribune Burrhus, 
Who, both recall'd from Baniſhment by Me, 
Share the ſupream Command, in my Deſpighht. 
Our common Crimes ſhall to the World be known; 
And each dark way l've led him up to Empire. 
To make him odious and your ſelf obnoxious, 
I'll own for Truth the moſt injurious Rumours,.. 
il confeſs all, Exiles, Aſſaſſinates, | 
Poiſon it {elf —— 

Bur. Madam, they won't believe ye : 
They will except againſt the wicked Arts 


| Of a ſour'd Witneſs that her ſelf accuſes: 
For me, who firſt fell in with your Deſigns, 


And caus'd the Soldiery to ſwear to Nera, 

I don't repent me of that honeſt Zeal. 

Does not the Son ſucceed the Father, Madam? 
Claudius, adopting Nero, broke the Pale 8 


That fenc'd his Son's Prerogative from yours. 


Rome might have choſe him. Thus without Injuſtie f 

The young Agrippa, from Auguſtus ſprung, | 

Beheld himſelf excluded, and his Place 

Filld by Tiberius the adopted Heir. 

Thus founded, Cæſar's Rights unſhaken ſtand: 

Not Agrippina's ſelf has Pow'r to hurt him. | 

Aud it my poor Adyice weighs ought, his Kindneſs 
| B 5 Shal 
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Shall make her ſoon ey'a want the Will to do it. 
I have begun the Work, and will purſue it [Ex Bur, 
Alb. To what Exceſs your Paſſion drives ye, Madam! 
Heav'n grant the Emp'ror may know nothing on't! 
Asr. O that he were but preſent to my Eyes! 
Alb. Madam. conceal your Anger, I conjure ye. 
What! for a Siſter or a Brother's Int'reſts, 
Will ye expoſe the Quiet of your Days? 
Will ye conſtrain the Emp'ror in his Loves? 
Agy. Do'ft thou not ſee how low I'm ſunk, Albina? 
Tis me they mean to ſaddle with a Rival. 
And if I break not this accurſed Bond, 
My Place is taken up, and I am Nothing. 
OZavia, with an empty Title honour'd, 
Has been till now a uſeleſs Tool at Court. 
All Favours, Honours dealt by Me alone, 
Drew to my Shrine the Vows of Human-kind. 
Another has ſurpriz'd the Heart of Cæſar: 
She'll have the Pow'r of Wife and Miſtreſs too: 
The Fruit of ſo much Toil, the Pomp Imperial, 
All will be purchas'd by a Look from Her. : 
What ſaid 1? I'm abandon'd—— Ah Albina, 
The very Thought ſhoots Daggers to my Heart. 
' But ſee Britannicus — 
. Enter Britannicus, and Narciſſus. 
Brit. Madam, I find 
Our common Foes are not invincible; 
Nor are all Hearts unmoy'd to our Diſaſters. 
Your Friends and mine, ſo ſhy of being ſeen 
Whilſt we in yain Regrets miſpent the Hours, 
Stung with the rank Injuſtice of the Times, 
Have now their Grief un-boſom'd to Narciſſus. 
Nero's not yet an undiſturb'd Poſſeſſor 
Of an ungrateful Rival to my Siſter. 
If You, ſtill ſy mpathizing with Octavia, 
Reſent her Wrongs, we may chaſtiſe the Doer. | 
The Senate's better half eſpouſe our Int'reſt, 
Sylls; and Piſo; Plautus — | 
/ Mgr. Prince, what ſay you? | 
Ha, and Z:ſo!\Plawns! Leading Nobles! 


Bur. 


Nri 


No, you've too well eſtabliſh'd my Diſgrace. 


Pee promis d; and in ſpite of Oppoſition 
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Brit. Madam, I ſee that this Diſcourſe offends ye, 
And that your Anger, trembling, unreſolv d, 
Already fears obtaining what it wiſh'd. 


Be not uneafie at my Friends Endeavours. 

1 have none left, and your too prudent Cares 8 

Have long ſince forc'd them from me, or ſeduc d them. 
Agr. My Lord, give leſs Belief to your Suſpicions: 

Our Safety on our Harmony depends. | 


Will to the outmoſt Line purſue my Purpoſe. 
In vain the guilty Nero flies my Wrath. | + 
He ſhall, or ſoon or late, his Mother hear. 
Mildneſs and Force by turns ſhall be eſſay'd. 

Or I my ſelf (Octavia in my Hand) h 

Will go and ſpread my Fear and her Alarms, 
And move all Hearts to fide with her juſt Tears. 
Nero on every fide ſhall be beſet. 3 
Fare wel. Avoid him if I may adviſe. ¶ Ex. Agr. and Alb. 

Brit. Haſt thou not ſwell'd me with aerial Hopes, 

May 1 lay any ſtreſs upon thy Story, 

Narciſſus? ' * | 

Nar. Yes, my Lord, you ſafely may. 

But let's remove from hence: This Place forbids 
Th' unfolding ſuch deep Myſteries. - Why ſtay ye? 

Brit. Why ſtay !! ah! Narciſſus! . 

Nar. Speak more plain. | 

Brit, If by thy Means I might revifit—— 

Nar. Whom? | 

Brit. I bluſh, | 

Nar. Believe ye ſtill that ſhe is True? 

Brit. No, I believe her Criminal, Ungrateful, - . 
Deſerying of my Anger. But, Narciſſus, - 
Spite of my ſelf, methiaks I don't believe it 
So fully as I ought. Tho' ſhe has err d. 

I can't help lending Reaſons to her Conduct; 
I plead her Cauſe, Excuſe her, Idolize her. 
I fain wou'd overcome my Unbelief: Shai 
I fain wou d hate her, undiſturb'd and calm: 
Who wou'd have thought a Heart, ſo great in ſhaw,.-- | 
And from its Infancy eauz\d to hate 
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A faithleſs Court, ſhou'd thus degenerate, 


Fall from true Glory, and at once contre - 
A Perfidy, unheard of ev'n at Court! 0 5 B 
Narr. Who knows but in her long- continu'd Solitude 1 
This future Conqueſt took up all her Thoughts? 
Sure that her Eyes wou'd one Day break Concealment, v 
Perhaps ſhe Hid on purpoſe to be Sought : > 
To ſpur up Cæſar, by a toilſome Glory, I 
| To overcome a Pride till then unconquer'd? C 
Brit. May 1 not ſee her then? d 
Nar. My Lord, this Inſtant 
She is receiving her new Lover's Vows. I 
Brit. Well then, let's go Narciſſus. Hah! ſhe's here. v 
. | [Sees Junis. R 
Nar. Startled.] Ye Gods! tis ſhe — the Emp'ror ſhall 1 


- Know this, [ens off. 
Britannicus, Iuniz. u bet 
Fun Retire, my Lord, and ſhun the lowring Storm 
Which Funia's Steadineſs has rais d againſt ye. 
Nero is irritated I efcap'd - | Nek 8 
Whilſt Agripbina's buſy d to detain him. 
Farewell: Let no Suſpicions wrong my Love: 
But wait till Time my Innocence ſhall clear. 
Your Image, ever preſent to my Soul, 
Nothing can-drive away —— 
Brit. I take ye, Madam. 5 
You'd have my Flight make room for your Defires; 
And leave an open Field to your new Sighs. 
Doubtleſs in ſeeing Me, a ſecret Shame | 
Diſturbs your Joy, and makes it incomplete 
Well, we muſt part | 5 
Fun My Lord, without imputing —— | 
\ Brit, You ought at leaſt t have lengthen'd the Diſpute, 
That a low groveling unexalted Friendſhip 
Shou'd, over to the {ide of Fortune, run; | 
That you are dazl'd with the glare of Empire, 
And wiſh t'enjoy t to my Siſter's Loſs, 
I murmur not. But that this gew-gaw Greatneſs 
Shou'd take up your whole Soul like other Womens, 
While to my Eyes you always ſcem'd to ſcorn it, 
Was the fole Blow my Heart was unprepar d for. 


- 
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Tre ſeen Fajuſtice riſing on my Ruin, 
And Heay'n confederate with my Perſecutors; 
But yet not All its Wrath was ſhed upon me; 
It ſtill remain'd, that Funia ſnou d forget me. 
Fun. My juſt Impatience, at a fitter time, 
Wou'd make you your Diſtruſt repent: But Nero 
Now thre tens ye. In this moſt preſſing Danger; 
My Lord, I've other Cares than to afflict ye. 
Go, ſettle into Reaſon, ceaſe complaining : 
Nero heard all, and order'd me to Feign. 
Brit. The cruel? — _ - : 
Ful. Witneſs of our Converſation, - 
With Eye ſevere he mark'd my every Motion, 
| Ready to let on You his Vengeance burſt, 
If but a ſingle Geſture ipoke my Love. 

Brit. Alas! why wou'd your Eyes abuſe me ſo? 
They might have nam'd the Author of that Outrage. 
Is Love grown mute? Or has it but one Language? 
O from what Pain, what deſp'rate Pain one Look 
Might have preſery'd Britannicus? What need 

Fun. Twas needful to be ſilent, and to ſave ye. 
How oft, alas! (ſince I muſt ſpeak.) how oft 
My Heart prepar'd t'inform ye of its Trouble? 

How many Sighs I ſtopt in their career! 
What Pain to ſhun thoſe Eyes we wiſh to meet, 
Or to ſtand mute, in ſeeing him we love! 
To hear him groan, and his hard Fate deplore; 
When but a Look may eaſe his lab*ring Soul! 
But then, what Tears might ſuch a Look ha coſt? _ 
Alas! when.1 remember'd That, diſmay'd, g. 
felt my ſelf too ſhallow a Diſſembler. 
I fear'd the Paleneſs of my troubled Viſage; 
; 1 thought my Looks teo full of my Affliction. 
My Fancy ſet before. me Nero angry, 
Upbraiding me with too much Care to pleaſe yes. 
In ſhort] cou'd ha? wiſht Line'er had lovꝰ-“ “P. 
Too well, my Lord, the Emp'ror knows our Paſſion: 
Too well, alas! for his Repoſe and ours. 
Once more retire, and hide ye from his Sight. 
My Heart will teach ye more, at better leiſure. 
I haye a thouſand Secrets to impart— 
3 85 - Bris, 
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Erit. This is too much. Too much, to let me know 
My Happineſs, my Crime; your Goodneſs, Madam : 
Does Junia know how much ſhe quits for Me! 

Thus at your Feet I expiate my Reproach. 


Jin. Riſe, riſe, my Lord: Alas, your Rival's coming. 


Enter Nero. / 
Nero. Continue, Prince, your charming Tranſports. Ma- 


Your Goodneſs I can gather from his Thanks. [dam, 
I ſaw him kneeling at your Feet, for which 


He ought to be beholden too, to Me. 
This Place is proper, favours much his Paſſion, 
II keep you here, that he may Court the better. 
Brit. J at her Feet can lay my Grief-or Joy, 
Where-ever ſhe is pleas d to let me ſee her. 
Nor does the Aſpect of this Place afford 
Aught that y Eyes ſhou'd be aſtoniſnt at. | 
Nero. And what does it afford, that does'nt warn ye 
That I'm to obey'd, Sir, and reſpected? ; 
Brit. It did not ſee us both bred up, nor born: 
I to obey, and you to lord it o'er me: 
Nor was it thought, when firſt I ſaw the Light, 
That Nero e er ſhou'd check Britannicus. 
Nero. Thus Deftiny our Wiſnes has inverted; 
J was a Subject Then, as You are Now. 


If you ne er learn't the Leſſons of Submiſſion, 
' You're young as yet, and may be taught. 


Brit. By whom? | 
Nero. The whole united Empire. 
Brit: Does the Empire 
Reckon among your Rights, Injuſtice, Force, 
Impriſonments, Divorcements, Rapes — _ 
Nero. The Empire 
Pryes not into the Secrets I conceal. 
Imitate their Reſpect. | 
Brit. We know their Thoughts, 
Nero. At leaſt they're filent, Imitate their Silence. 
Brit Nero begins to lay afide the Mask. 
Nero. Ners begins to think that you're too bold. | 
Brit. Rome dreamt of nought but Bleſſings from his Reign. 
Nera. Bleſt, or not bleſt, no matter, ſo I'm fear d. 


Brit, | 
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£ Brit. I ill know Fania, or ſuch Sentiments 
Will never win Applauſe from her. 45 
Nero. At leaſt N 
| If 1 can neer attain the Art to pleaſe her, 
. ' I know the Art to puniſh a raſh Rival. 
| Brit. For me, whatever Ills Fate has in ſtore, 
4 Nothing can ſhake my Soul but Funia's Hate. 
» Nero, Wiſk it. I fay no more. 
Brit. The Happineſs | 
Of pleaſing her is all my Soul aſpires to. 
Nero. You have her Promiſe: you will ever pleaſe her. 
Brit. At leaſt I ſhall not play the Spy upon her. 
1 leave her to her own free Thoughts, nor ſtand. 
Eves-dropper-like, to awe her in her Speech. 
Nero. I underſtand ye, Sir. Here, Guards. 
un. What mean ye? 
Conſider he's your Brother, and a Rival. 
Ills without Number perſecute his Life. 
Alas! can He, my Lord, excite Your Envy? 
Let me, the Ties between your Hearts re- joyning, 
Sequeſter'd from the World, be loſt to Both. 
My Lord, my flight ſhall ſtop your fatal Diſcords; 
Pll fill the number of the Veſtal Vob'ries. 
No longer let my Vows be cauſe of Quarrel ; 
But let the Gods alone be troubled with em. 7 
Nero. The Enterprize is ſtrange and ſudden, Madam. 
Guards, reconduct her to her own Apartment: 
And in Ofavia's keep Britannicus. | 
Brit. Nero knows how to overcome a Rival! [Scornfully; 
Fun. Reſiſt not, Prince, the Storm: But let it paſs. 
Nero. Guards do your Duty inſtantly : away. . 
k [ Exeunt all but Nero, and enter Burrhus: 
Bur. Juſt Heav'n! what fee 7 
Nero. Not ſeeing Bur.] Thus their Flames are doubled, 
I know the Hand that brought about their Meeting. 
Twas not for nothing that my Mother came, | 
And with extenſive Speech pr long'd the time. . 
a Enquire if Agrippina's ſtill in Court. I Zur. 
Ne Burrhus. I'Il have her kept in theſe Apartments: 
Remove her Guards, and give her mine. Be quick. 
ö Bur. But, pray my Lord? a Mother ? and unheard ---< 


- 
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Nero. I know not, Burrhus, what Deſigns you're lacking 1 
But every thing that I defire, of late, | A 
Meets with Reproof from You, if not Obtruftion. 1 
I charge you with her, Sir: If you refuſe. T 
Others ſhall take the Charge of Her and Burrhus. [Exe. 1 
0 = "2AM H 
D 
A (Mx IV. . 
Enter Agrippina, and Burrhue. J | 8 
Vox may defend your ſelf, at leiſure, Madami T 
Ceſar, unheard, will not condemn his Mother. P. 
If by his Order you're detain'd 1 'h* Palace, 2 75 = T 
It is perhaps on purpoſe to diſcourſe ye. T G 
4 Be that as twill, if I might dare t'adviſe, 3 | Si 
| Ceaſe to remember that you tre affronted. | A 
| Rather prepare with up- if Hands timplore him. | N 
| Defend Your. Self, without accuſing Him. T 
2 You ſee, tis him alone the Court regards; 5 
All Eyes concenter there; tho' he's your Son, | Cl 
And ev'n your Creature, he's your Emperor. C: 
You are, like others, ſubject to that Power W 
Which he from your Munificence receiv d. | 1 
According as he's cold or friendly to ye, | D 
Your Court around ye dwindles or increaſes, 'T 
In ſeeking your Support, tis his they ſeck. 5 R 
| But ſee, the Emperor comes. | 1 1 
Agr. Leave us together. -- [Exit Bur. 0 
Enter Nero. Cl 
Agr. Seating ber ſelf in a Chair.] Come hither Nero; Ri 
| Take your Place by. Me. | Ay 
I am to fatisfie you on lome Scruples, n 
Fm ign'rant with what Crime I'm blacken'd t* ye. T. 
III tell you all the Crimes Pm guilty of. By 
You reign. You know what mighty Interval Tl 
Your Birth had put between the Throne and You. , A: 
Nay ey'n my Anceſtors, by Rome rever'd, D 

Had, but for me, been uſeleſs Steps to mount by. | 1 
When Meſſalina, Mother to Britannicus, | be 


Had forfeited her Rights to Clanding' Bed, a” W 
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mmong the Beauties, Suitors for his Choice, 
And begging the Concurrence of his Slaves, 
I wiſht to be his Bride; in the ſole View 
| To leave You in the Throne if I prevail d. 
I curb'd my Pride. I went and begg'd of Pallas. 
His Maſter, daily fondl'd in my Arms, 12 2 | 
Drank from his * Niece's Eyes, inſenſibly, | | 
The Love which I had ftudy'd to impreſs, 
But then the tie of Blood which join d us two, 
Kept Claudius off from an incgſtuous Bed. | 
He did not dare to wed his Brother's Daughter, i 
The Senate is ſeduc'd. A Law leſs rigid is 
Puts Claudius in my Bed, and Rome beneath my Feet; i 
This done, I introduce you in his Houſe: 4 | 
Give ye his Daughter. You're: his Son- in- law: 10 
Silanus, who ador'd her, is caſt off, li 
And with his Blood markt the unhappy Day. l 
Nothing, all this. Cou'd ye, in Thought, preſume | 1 
That ever Claudius wou'd poſtpone his Son? | 
went to that ſame Pallas, begg'd his Aid. 
Claudius, o'ercome by Him, adopted You: Wo 
Calling ye Nero, and, before the time, 
Was pleas'd to let you ſhare the Pow'r Supreme. 
Nas then, the World, recalling what had paſt, 
Diſcover'd-my Delign, too far advanc'd; 
Twas then, Briannicus's future Fall 
Rais d Murmurings among his Father's Friends. 
The Eyes of ſome with Promiſes I dazl'd, 
„Others more turbulent I got exil'd. 
Claudius too, tir'd with my eternal dutining, | 
; Remov'd, from near his Son, all ſuch whoſe 'Zeal 
| Again his Way might open to the Throne. | 
Then, I my ſelf, choſe from among my Followers 
Thoſe I thought proper to conduct the Boy, 
But, by a Choice quite the reverſe of that, 
The Governors | nam'd for You were ſuch 
As Rome with Voice unanimous eſteem'd. 
Deaf to Sollicitings, I truſted Fame. 
I call'd from Exile, from the Army drew 
Both this ſame Seneca, and this ſame Burrhus 2 
Who fince—— Rome then eſteem d their Virtues higlly. 
2 * Agrippina was Niece to Claudius. 
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At the ſame time, exhauſting Claudins Treaſure; 

Under Your Name. His Largeſler I ſcatter'd. 

The Gifts, the Spectacles. (reſiſtleſs Charms) 

Won ye the Hearts of Citizens and Soldiers, 

Who likewiſe, toucht with former Tenderneſs, 

Favour'd in You Germanicus my Father. l 

Claudius, mean while, tow'rds his Declenfion verg d. 

His Eyes, long ſhut, at length began to open. 

He found his Error. Siez d with Apprehenſion, 

He let eſcape ſome Moanings for his Son: 888 5 

And wou'd have ſummon d, but too late, his Friends. 

His Guards, Court, Bed, were all in my Diſpoſe, 

I let him, without Fruit, his Love conſume, 

And reign'd the Miſtreſs of his lateſt Breath. 

My Cares, as if to take from his Affliction, . 

Hid from his dying Eyes his Son's Laments. 

He dy'd. A Thouſand Rumours ran of Me. 

I ſtop't the News on't till a proper time. 

Whilſt Burrhus haſted ſecretly to th' Army | 

To take their Oaths; whilſt You beneath my Auſpices- 

| Marcht to the Camp. in Rome the Altars ſmoak't 

With Sacrifices; by my cheating Orders 

The People pray'd for a dead Prince's Health. 

At length th entire Obedience of the Legions 

Having confirm'd your Pow'r beyond all Conteſt 

Clauaius is ſhewn, the gaping People hear 

At once his Death made known, and your Acceſſion. 
This plain Confeſſion | reſolv'd to make t'ye. 

You've ſeen my Work, and now behold my Wages. 
Who wou'd ha' thought the Hand that reapt the Fruit 

Of ſo much'Toil, cou'd in Six Months forget it! 

Nay that ſhort Space appear'd to you too tedious ; 

And Gratitude began to give ye Pain, ny 

Fir'd with Civilities which were conſtrain'd, 

I was o'er-look'd as if you ne er had known me. 

Burrhus and Seneca are daily ſeen 

Whetting your Jealouſies, and tracing t'ye 

Leſſons of Infidelity, o'er-joy'd | 

To be out- done in their peculiar Science. 

- Otho, Senecion, young Voluptuaries, - © | 

Are gow your Contidents: They praiſe your Taſte, 


And 


And 


| Reluctant muttering Curſes twixt their Tecth, 
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And call your moſt licentious Starts Divine. 

And when, by your Contempt, reſentful grown, 

I askt the Reaſon of ſuch Injuries, 

You anſwer'd me by new ones (ſole Recourſe 

Of an Ingrate, who ſees himſelf confounded.) 
To Day, I promiſe Funia to your Brother; | 
Both in my Choice eſteem themſelves moſt happy. 
But what do You? Funia borne off ro Court 


Grows in one Night the Object of your Love. 


Octavia, from your Heart expell'd, I ſee 

Ready to leave the Bed where I had plac'd her. 
Your Brother is arreſted: Pallas baniſh'd: 
Nor does my Liberty paſs un- attempted: 
Burrhus has dar'd to lay his Hands upon me. 


And when, of fo much Treachery convicted, 


You ought to ſtudy nought but Expiation, 
You order me to juſtifie My Self. 

Nero. I don't forget 1 owe the Empire t'ye. 
And without all this trouble to repeat it, 
You might have reſted, Madam, on my Honour. 
The Inn of yours, theſe conſtant Murm'rings 
Have long fince giv'n the World a ſhrewd Suſpicion, 


That I was but your Tool, and that you workt 


Under my Name, entirely for your ſelf, 

For thus they argue, Are ſuch Deferences, | 
Such Honours. mean Returns for her paſt Favours t 
What Crime then has this Sen of hers committed 

That ſhe ſhould thus condemn him? did ſhe Crown him 
To make a Subject of him? is be buu © 

The Truſtee of her Pow'r? 

Not but that, Madam, if I could have don't, 

I would have gladly yielded up that Power 

Which your Impatience ſeems to re-demand: 

But Rome will have a Maſter, not a Miſtreſs, © - 
You've heard the Clamours which my Weakneſs rais d. 
Each Day the People, ſcandaliz'd to hear 

The Organ of my Voice convey your Will, 

Gave out that Caudius, dying, with his Scepter 
Bequeath'd to me his blind Obedience too. 

A hundred-times you muſt have heard the Soldiers 


When 
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When they, to grace ſome Cavalcade of yours, 
Have marcht before ye with their Eagles, bluſhing. 
With that unworthy Uſage to debaſe ; 
The Heroes, imag'd by thoſe Birds of Fove. 
This would have wrought-on any but your ſelf: 
But You, unleſs you reign, are ſtill complaining. - 
United with Britannicus, you ſtrengthen 0 
His Cauſe with Funia's Int'reſt: And the Hand | 
Of Pallas weaves theſe Plots, and ſets em forwards. 
And when I'm forc'd on Meaſures to ſecure 
My Quiet, -yewre-inflam*d with Wrath and Hatred. 
You'will preſent my Riyal to the Army. 
Already has the Noiſe on't reacht the Camp. 
Agr. I make him Emperor! O Ingrati'ude! 
Did you believe it? what could that produce? | 
What Rank, what Honeurs would his Court afford me? 
What could I hope from ſuch a Thought? Alas, 
If, in Your Government I am not ſpar d, 
If my Accuſers all my; Steps obſerve, 
If they purſue the Mother of their Emperor, 
What ſhould 1 do amid an alien Court b 
They would upbraid me, not with idle Clamours 
Not with Deſigns ſtiff'd as ſoon as born, 
But Crimes committed for you in your Sight, 
And ſuch as would too ſoon be prov d upon me. 
I fee your ſerpentizing wily Turnings; 
Nor are my Expectations diſappointed. 
Ingratitude was ever in your Nature. 
Ev'n from your Infancy my Cares and Fondneſs 
Extorted nought from you, but feign'd Returns. 
Nothing could overcome that Savage Fierceneſs 
Which ought thave ſtopt my flow of Favours t'ye. 
Wretch that I am! by what accurſt Misfortune 
Muſt all my Cares ſerve but to make me mad? 
One Son is all I have. Ye Gods who hear me, 
Have I Cer made à Vow for aught but him? 
Remorſe, Fear, Perils, nothing has reſtrain'd me. 
I vanquiſht his Contempt, 1 turn'd my Eyes 
From Miſchiefs which were then denounc'd againſt me. 
did my All: Vou reign, and that's. enough. 
gether with my Freedom take my Life, 


Provided 


BRLEANNICUS:/  W. 


Provided by my Death the People, -rouz'd, 
Don't tear from You what has coſt Me ſo much! | 
Nero, Say then, pronounce, what would ye have me do? 
Arg. Puniſh th' audaciouſneſs of my Acculers, | 
Appeaſe Britannicuss ruffled Mind, i | 
Let Famia give ber Hand to whom ſhe pleaſes, 
Let both be freed, and Pallas ſtay untoucht, 
Let me have leave to ſee you at all Hours, 


Nor Burrhus dare to ſtop me at your Door. [tude - | | 

Nero. Well, Madam, henceforth I'm reſoly'd my Grati- | 

Shall in all Hearts ingrave your Power, dees; | 

And I already bleſs that happy Coldneſs | | 
Which now revives the Ardor of our Friendfhip. | 4 

I'll think no more of Pallas Machinations; 8 | 

But give em to the Winds. As for Britannicus, 1 
A perfect Reconcilement ſhall re- tie _ 

«> | The knots of Friendſhip, and ev'n ſtrain em cloſer. 
| As to that Love which bred our Separation, i 
| make You Arbiter *twixt Him and Me. 4 | 

Go then, and be the Bearer. of this Joy. | by i 
Guards, let my Mother's Orders be obey'd.. [Exit Agr. | 
Enter Burrhus. | | 


Bur. O charming fight! this Peace, and theſe Embracings-- 
Dilate my Breaſt with Joy unutterable! _ af 
My Lord, you know my Voice was ne'er againſt her; 
You know I never turn'd ye from her'Friendſhip, ._ fl 
And that I not deſerve this load of Anger. if 

Nero. I oven, I thought you acted both in concert. 4 
But ber Invectives no have ſet. me right, ler © 4 
Her Enmity reſtores ye to my Favour. | AP 4 
She Triumphs, Burrhius, e er ſh' bas gain'd the Vict'ry. Wu 
If I embrace my Rival, tis to choak him. 

Bur. How my Lord! 3 76 

Nero. Yes, his Ruin muſt for ever 
Deliver me from .Agrippina's Rage. il 
Whilſt He. is breathing, I but live by halves. | Ap 
She has fatigu'd me with that hoſtile Ramme: 
No, her audacious Guilt ſhall ne er have Pow're - | 
To promiſe him my Place a ſecond Timnmſe. 

Bur. Britannicus's Fall is then reſolyd on? 


p Nero. Eer Night comes on, I. ſhall forbear to fear him. 


Jur. 
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Bur. And what, my Lord, can prompt ye to this A? Thi 


| Nero. My Glory, Love, Security, my Life. | 77 
| Bur. I don't believe, my Lord, ſo black a Purpoſe 


Can find admittance to your Boſom. = 
Nero. Burrhus! — 


Bur. O Heavens! can J hear it from Your Mouth? Pre 
And can You utter it without a Shivering? g 
Have ye well thought whoſe Blood you dip your Hands in? Th 
Is Nero tir'd with reigning o'er Men's Hearts ? | 
What will the World ſay of ye? what's your Aim? EF 

Nero. To his paſt Glory till a Slave, muſt Nero M 
For ever have before his Eyes that Love . | 
Which Chance in one Day gives and ſnatches from us? If 
Muſt I indulge their Wills, and croſs my own? Be 
Am l their Emp'ror only to pleaſe Them? 

Bur. What further can ye wiſh, my Lord, than that 
| The publick Weal be one of your Donations? 
= The Blow is yet unſtruck, you're yet the Maſter. 
| Thus far you're Virtuous, and may ſtill be ſo. 
The way is mark't, nothing can ſtop your Courſe. 
You'll riſe progreſſively in Virtue's Scale. | 
But if your Flatterer's Maxims you purſue, 5 
You muſt, my Lord, proceed from Crime to Crime, 
Back your Severities by cruel Acts, A 
And ſwim in Blood when once ye dip into't. 
i Britanicus's Death will rouze the Zeal _ 
| Of Friends ſtill ready to eſpouſe his Cauſe: 
Theſe in their Progreſs will find new Defenders, 
Who will entail the Quarrel on their Heirs. 
| You raiſe a Fire that ne er can be extinguiſnt. 
| Fear'd by Mankind, you all Mankind muſt fear; 
5 Stall puniſhing, ſtill trembling in your Projects, 
= Exch Subject you muſt reckon as your Foe, 
| Ah! does the bleſt Experience of your Youth 
Make ye deteſt your Innocence, my Lord? 
Think on the Happineſs that crown'd thoſe Days : 
| O Heav'n ! how calm, how gently did they glide! 
What Joy to think, and ſay within your ſelf, 
This moment I am'bleſt. Im lov'd throuzhout. 
Tue People are not ſtartled at my Name, 
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They ſhun me not as 'twere ſome Savage Beaſt, 
1 fee where er I go, Hearts fly to meet me. 

Such were your Pleaſures. What a Change, ye Gods! 
The vileſt Blood was precious in your Eyes. 

The Senate, I remember well the Day, 

Preſt ye to ſign a guilty Wretch's Sentence, 

You thought them too ſevere, and long reſiſted ; 

Then pitying the Misfortunes ty'd to Empire, 

1wiſh, ſaid You, I ne er had learr'd to write. 


O let me turn ye from this Precipice: 


My Death will elſe exempt me from the Sight. 
Burrhas ſhall ne er be ſeen tout live Your Glory. 
If you perfiſt in ſuch a black Deſign, | 
Behold this Breaft, my Lord, this naked Breaſt, 


e kneels to the Emperor. 
Pierce deep this Heart that can't approve your Purpoſe. 


Where are the Men that have inſpir d ye with it, 
Let them on Me eſſay their trembling Hand. 
I ſee my Tears begin to move my Emp'ror. 
I {ee his Virtue ſtartles at their Fury. 
O loſe not time, my Lord: Name, name the Wretches 
That dar'd to give ye theſe deſtructive Counſels. 
Send for your Brother, in his Arms forget 
Nero. What ſay ye, Burrhus ! 
Bur. Yes, he hates ye not; 
My Lord, he's wrong'd, I know his Innocence: 
Fi anſwer for him: He is all Obedience. 
I fly, to haſten ſuch a gentle Converſe. 


Nero. Do you and he expect me in my Chamber, [Exit Bur, 


Enter Narciſſus. 

Nay. My Lord, the Poyſon's ready !- All's prepar'd. 
For this deſerved Death. The fam'd Locuſta 
Officiouſly has ftrain'd her utmoſt Art. 
For proof, ſhe try'd it on a Slave. The Wretch 
Expir'd in the inſtant at my Feet. 
The Sword's keen Edge ſevers the Thread of Life 
Leſs quick than this new Potion. 

Nero. Tis enough: 
I ſce thy Care, Narciſſus, and commend it: 
But will not have thee move a further ſtepe 

Nar. Do ye forbid 
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Nero. Britannicus andi 6 
Are-enter'd into reconciling Meaſures, 

Nar. I would not go about to turn ye from't, 

My Lord: But he has lately felt a Priſon. Wo 

Th Affront will long fit freſh upon his Mind. 

There are no Secrets unexplor'd by Time. 

He'll come to hear Narciſſus was the Hand 

Employ'd to give the Poiſon Nero order d. 

(May Heay'n avert ir, if he ſo ſhould purpoſe). 

But He perhaps may do what You durſt not. | 
Nero. His Heart is anſwer'd for, and I'll quell mine. 
Nar. Is Funia s Marriage to confirm the Tie? 

And do ye Sacrifice to Him your Love? 
Nero. You're too inquiſitive, Be that as twill. 

I now no longer count him as my Enemy. 

Nar. Then Agrippina's Promiſe will not fail: 

She has reſum'd her Sovereign Sway o'er Nero. 

Nero. How's this? what has ſhe ſaid ? or what mean You? 

Nay. In publick Hearing ſhe has boaſted — 

Nero. What? | ; 

Nar. That if ſhe were to ſee ye but a Moment, 
This mighty Bluſter, all this Storm of Anger 
Would dwindle and ſubſide in humble Silence; 
That You would be the firſt to figa a Peace, 
Happy that ſhe would deign to make up Matters. 

Nero. But ſay Narciſſus, what wouldſt have me do? 
I want not will to puniſh her Audaciouſneſs; 

Nor is't impoſſible her haſty Triumph 

May ſoon be follow'd with eternal Mourning. 

But what will be the Language of the World? 

Wouldf thou that Nero tread the Paths of Tyrants;. 

That Rome, effacing all my glorious Titles. 

Leave me no other Name bat that of Pois ner? 

They'll call my Vengeance Parricide, what not? 


- 
i 


Nar. Do you, my Lord, make their Caprice your Guide? | 


Could ye expect they'd always hold their Peace? 
Is it for You to mind the Vulgar Tala? 
How long will You your on Deſires: forego, 
And be the only Man you dare not truſt? _ 

My Lord, you do not know the Roman People, 
They are not {6 licentious of their Tongue, a 
Your 
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Your Pow'r by ſo much Caution may be weaken d. 
They'll think, my Lord, they merir to be fear'd. 
They have long ſince been faſhion'd to the Yoak. 
The Hand that keeps em under, they adore. 
You'll ever find 'em crouch to your Commands. 
Their Servile Forwardneſs fatigu'd Tiberius. 
My ſelf, inveſted with a borrow'd Power, | 
Which I receiv'd from Claudius with my Freedom, 
A hundred times in my paſt Glory's Courſe 
Have try'd their Patience, but could never jade it. 
Do you the Blackneſs of one Pois'ning fear? 
Diſpatch the Brother, caſt the Siſter from ye, 
Rome, were they Innocent, will find 'em guilty, 
And ſend her Thanks to Heav'n in Clouds of Incenſe; 
You'll ſee her mark among th' unhappy Days, 
Thoſe which gave Birth to Brother. and to Sifter, 
Nero. Once more, I muſt not, cannot undertake it. 
I promis'd Burrhas, nor could I refuſe him. 
1 will not by a ſecond Breach of Faith 
Furniſh his Virtue Arms againſt my ſelf. 
Whene'er He reaſons, feebly ] reſiſt, 
Nor can I ever hear him, unconvinc'd, y 
| Nar. Burrhus, my Lord, thinks wide from what he talks. 
His artful Virtue menages his Credit, - 
Or rather all of 'em concur in fearing, 
Leſt by this Blow their Pow'r ſhould be aboliſht; 
Then You, my Lord, were free; and theſe proud Maſters 
Would bend like Us before yz. Know ye not | 
What they dare fay, Nero*s not born for Empire: 
He neither Says nor Does but as he's taught; 
Burrhus conducts his Heart, and Seneca his Head. 
He has no other Virtue no Ambition, 
No Excellence. but Charioteer ing, Singing 
Reciting Verſes on the publick Stage, 
But warrs by Proxy -— Give me Patience, Heay'n, * 
Nero. Narciſſus, follows me. We'll take ſome courſe, _ 
Lo | | ¶Exeunt. 
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| Enter Britannicus and Junia. op 
Brit. AF ES, Madam, Nero in his Chamber waits Ane 
Io ſeal our Friendſhip by a ftrict Embrace. F 
Thither he calls each gay, each youthful Courtier, Yo! 
That ſo the Banquet's Pomp and ſocial Pleaſures, I've 
May, in their Sight, confirm our Proteſtations, Yet 
And add freſh Ardor to our new-ty'd Bonds. Ho 
y He quits his Love, the Source of ſo much Hatred, Ho 
And makes You Sovereign Umpire of my Fate. W. 
| As for my Part, tho' of my Rights diſpoil'd, Al 
Tho' with my Honours he adorns his Head, 
© - Yet ſince he ceaſes to oppoſe my Love, It 

| And leaves me free Poſſeſſion of Your Heart, I No 
| 1 muſt confeſs, in Secret 1 forgive him, Pu 
= And yield up all the reft with leſs Regret: | Bat 
| Shall 1 no more be ſever'd from your Charms! His 
| And may I, without Danger, now behold | She 
Thoſe Eyes which neither Threats nor Sighs have mov'd, 

| Thoſe Eyes-which look't with Scorn on offer'd Empire! 
| But hah! what new forbidding Fear is this, 4 

That bridles in| your Joy amidſt my Raptures? le 

Why, whilſt I'm ſpeaking, are your troubled Eyes Ne! 

Turn'd tow'rds the Heavens with intent Regard ? Spi 

What is your Fear? - Wi 

Fun. l know it not, my ſelf: | WI 

Bur yet 1 fear. 7 Shi 

Brit. Does Funia love me? | WI 

Fun. Why that needleſs Queſtion ? | Ha 

Brit, Nero no more our Happineſs difturbs. | WI 

Fun. But how are you aſſur'd that He's Sincere? An 

Brit. Do ye ſuſpect him of a cover'd Hatred? 1 

Fun. Nero to day lov'd Funia, vow'd your Ruin; PS 

Now Her he ſhuns, and ſeeks out You. A Change Dc 

So great as this, is Not a Moment's Work. Ar 

Brie. This, Madam, is the Work of Agrippina. Th 

She thought my Death would bring along her Ruin. " 

Thanks to her jel Soul, our gr eateſt Foes M 

| Have 1 Ke 


| 
i 
| 


"Wo 


Have for our Good employ'd their utmoſt Cares. 


I truſt the Zeal ſhe ſhew'd. I Burrhus truſt, 


And ev'n believe his Mafter to be rrue. 


| 1 think him like my ſelf, unapt for Treaſon; 


And that he frankly hates, or not at all. 

Fun, Make not a Judgment of your Heart by his. 
You two, my Lord, in 8 eps quite diff rent tread. 
I've known the Court and Nero but a Day: 

Yet, if I dare to ſpeak my Mind, alas, | 
How far is what they Say from what they Think! 
How little do the Mouth-and Heart agree! 

With how much Pleaſure do they break their Faith! 


A ſtrange Abode for Funia and Britannicus! 


Brit. But be his Friendſhip either true or feign'd, 
If You fear Nero, is He free from Fear? 
No, he will never by a Trait'rous Action 
Pull on his Head the People and the Senate. 
But why ſhould I ſuſpect it? he repents 
His laſt Injuſtice; and ev'n ro Narciſſus 
Shew'd his Remorſe. Ah Princeſs, had he told ye 
Jun. But are you ſure Narciſſus don't betray ye? 
Brit. Why would ye have me diffident of Him? 
Fun, 1 know not: But, my Lord, your Life's at Stake. 
I every thing ſuſp. ct, fear All are falſe. 
Nero 1 fear; 1 fear my own'lll-fortune ; 5 
Spite of my ſelf, my trembling Heart is ſeiz d, 
With ſtrange miſ- giving Doubts and black Fore-boadings. 
What if this Peace, which you ſo much relie on, | 
Should hide ſome ſecret Snares againſt your Life! 
What if the Emp'ror, at our Love enragd, 
Has choſe the Night to cover his Revenge! 
What if ev'n now he meditates your Ruin, 
And Funia is no more to fee Britannicas ! 
Ah Prince! 
Brit. And does my lovely Funia weep! 


Does ſhe deſcend to Tears, on my Account! 


Amazing Goodneſs !— Nero, filld with Splendor, 
Thinks to ſeduce you with his Grandeur's Witchcraft; 
Yet Here, where J am ſhunn'd, and He ador- | 
My Mis'ry you prefer to Nero's Pomp! 


9 


are I Heav'ns tis too much! in the ſame Day and Place 
C 2 f 5 To 
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[She webs. 
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To ſcorn his Scepter, and to weep for me! 
But, Madam, wipe away thoſe precious Drops; 
Soon my Return ſhall diſſipate your Fears, 7 
Should I ſtay; longer it would breed Suſpicion, 
Fare wel: I, with a Heart-brim-full of Love, 
Will ge, and in the midſt of revelling Youth 
See none but Funia, think of none but Her. 
Fun. Prince 
Brit. J am ſtay'd for, Madam. and muſt go. 
Fun. At.leaſt continue here till you are ſent for. 
| Enter Agrippina. 
Agr. Why ſtay you here, my Lord? Nero, impatient, 
[Regrets your Abſence: All the Gueſts ſuipend 
Their Mirth and Pleaſure till Yeu two Embrace, 
Then let not a Deſire ſo ardent languiſh: 
But haſte away; while We Octavia vitit. 
Brit. Go, charming Funia; be thy Mind ſerene, 
And make my Siſter happy with thy Preſence, 


So ſoon as I'm at liberty, Great Empreſs, [To Apr, 


I'll come and pay my Thanks for your high Favours. [ Exit, 
Agr. Madam, or Im deceiv'd, or at your Parting 
Some Tears eclips'd the Luſtre of your Eyes. 
May I be told what Trouble form'd that Cloud? 
Doubt ye a Peace whoſe Workmanſhip I boaſt? 
Fun. After th' uneaſie Cares this Day has coſt me, 
My ruffled Spirits are as yet unſettled, 
As ꝓet, alas, I ſcarce conceive this Miracle. 
Ev'n tho? your Gooinels all Obſtruction conquers, 
Inconſtancy is common in a Court, 
And Love is ever by ſome Fear attended. Feet 
Agr. Enough: I've ſpoke: All things have chang d their 
My Forefight leaves no room for your Suſpicions. 
- Vit arſwer for the Peace which I've feen {worn to. 
Nero has:giv'n me Pledges too ſecure. 
Ah! had ye ſeen with what endearing Fondneſs, 
With what Careſſings he renew'd his Promiſe! 
His Arms at parting ſcarce could leave their Hold, 
His eaſie Goodneſs, o'er his Face diffus d, 
At firſt reveal'd ev'n his minuteſt Secrets. 
Like a relenting Child, he flew, o erjoy' d ” 
To own. his _ upon his Mother's Boſom, 
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But ſoon reſuming a more ſerious Mein 

(That of an Emp'rer, who conſults his Mother). 
His Confidence did to my Ear commit 

Secrets, on which depend the Fate of Mortals. 


| No, I muſt here contels it to his Glory, 


His Heart no Malice harbours ; Our Ill- wiſhers- . 
Had againſt Us abus'd his eaſie Temper. 


But in its turn their Pow'r at length declines. 


Rome now ſhall once again know Agrippina. 
Already they her very Nime adore. 
But let us go, and with Octavia end 
A Day as Happy as I. thought it Fatal. 
Hah! what's this Noiſe! what Tumult do I hear? 
What can it be? Ss 
Fun. Good Heay'n preſerve Britannicus ! 
| Enter Burrhus. 
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Agr. Burrhus, where run ye? Stop, Whatis the Cauſe? 


Bur. Madam ttis done: Britannicus expires, 
Fun. Ill- fated Prince! 

Agr. Expires? 

Bur. Or rather's dead. 


Jun. Pardon my Tranſports; Madam: I will go _ 
And aid Britannicus, or die my ſelf, Exit Jun: 


Agr. O Burrhus, what an Enterprize was this! 
Bur. Madam, 'tis ſuch as I can neer ſurvive : 
Pil leave the Emp'ror, and this fatal Court. 


Agr, What! without Horror ſhed his Brother's Blood! 
Bur, With no ſmall Myſt'ry this Delign was manag d. 


Scarce had the Emp'ror Ken his Brother enter, 
He riſes, runs and folds him in his Arms; 

The Gueſts are filent :. Cæſar takes a Goblet: 
To end the Day auſpiciouſiy, ſays he, 


| I pour forth the Primitia of this Cup. 


Immortal Pow'rs who witneſs this Effu{r0n, 
Propitious, bleſs our re- united Bonds! 
Britannicus prepares to Vow the like: 
Narciſſus fills the Cup: But ſcarce his Lips 


Had touch't the Brim, when, (not the Sword produces 


Such quick Effects) the Roles leave his Cheeks, 
The Light his Eyes, back on his Bed he drops, 


Irrevocably gone, and lockt * 
| C3 


« 
| — — NE ons — « 
— p eo ü ———— 


54 BRITANNICUS. 

Judge with what Confternation all are ſtruck. 
Some fly the Place with frightful Shrieks; But thoſe Le 
Who had been longer practis d to a Court bu 

Compoſe their Countenance by that of Ceſar. 
He, on his Bed reclin'd, ſhew'd no Cencern. Ve 
This Illneſs which ſo very much Alarms ye, G' 
Has oft, ſays he. attach'd him without danger. Ve 
In vain Narciſſus makes a ſhew of Sorrow, Ar 
His Traitrous Joy burſts thro' his forc'd Affliction. Ye 
For me, let Nero think on't as he pleaſes, | G: 
I preſt my Way thre' his abhorr'd Retinue Te 
Confounded at ſo black a Deed I haſten'd Bu 
To mourn Britannicus. the State, and Ceſar. | Tt 
Agr. He comes, You'll ſee it is not I inſpire him. Ro 
Enter Nero and Narciſſus. | Sh 
Nero. [Seeing Agr.] Ye Gods! | Re 
Agr. Stay, Nero. I ſhall ſoon ha' done, By 
Brit annicus is dead, I know the Means, Tl 
I know the Murderer. Sh 
Nero. Who, Madam? Oy Bu 
Agr. You. W 


Nero, 1 — hut theſe ſealouics are like ye, Madam. Ar 
No Miſchief happens but I'm guilty of it. 


And if your wild Diſcourſes gain'd Belief = 
*Twas I too cut the Thread of Claudius Life. Th 
His Son you loy'd: His Death you may regret. | 


But can I anſwer for the Strokes of Fate? 
Agr. No, no; Britannicus by Poiſon dy'd: | 
Narciſſus did the Deed which you directed. + 
Nero. Who can infuſe ſuch Thoughts into your Soul? 8 
Nar. How are you hurt, my Lord, by this Suſpicion? Ne 


Madam, Britannicus had ſecret Plots ba 
Which might ha' giv'n ye juſter Cauſe of Grief, + N 
His Aims were not confin d to Funia's Bed. | 
Ev'n for your Favours he'd ha' puniſht ye. W 
You were dectiv'd in Him: His ulcer'd Heart | 
Had one Day call'd ye to ſevere Account. -_ 
Whether then Fortune has, unlookt for, ſery'd ye, | - 
Or whether Ceſar, of the Plots inform'd, . 0 
Which toucht his Life, to me referr'd his Saſety; Bp 
Madam, leave Tears to thoſe who are your Foes, ( | 
| Let 
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Let ſuch regard this Accident as Fatal, 
But you —— | 
Agr. Go on; with ſuch Adviſers, Nero, 
You'll ſignalize your Reign by brave Exploits. 
Go on. This Deed can never de your laſt. 
Your Hand has with a Brother's Blood begun, 
And on your Mother's your next Stroke will fall. 


You'll be at laſt fatigu'd with acting Crimes. 


Gall'd with the Yoak of Gratitude, thou'lt ſeek 

To free thee from the Mem'ry of my Favours. 

But thou ſhalt reap no Profit from my Death: 

Think not I'll leave thee quiet when I dye; 

Rome, Heav'n, the Light which thou from Me receiv'dſt 

Shall ſer me to thy view each Step, each Moment. 

Remorſe ſhall like a Fury haunt thee. Thou 

By new Barbarities ſhalt think to calm her. 

Thy Rage ſtill growing wilder in its Courſe, 

Shall mark each Minute of thy Life with Blood, 

But Heav'n I hope, tir'd with thy Crimes at length, 

Will add thy Ruin to ſo many Victims, 

And force thee, who delighteſt thus in Blood, 

To ſhed thy own, for want of ſome kind Hand; 

And Nero's Name in After-times be thought 

The cruelſt Brand to the moſt cruel Tyrants. 

This I foretel. Adieu: You may depart. 
Nero. Narciſſus follow me. Ex. Ner, and Nar. 
Agr. Alas how blindly | | | 

To hear Narciſſus I rejected Burrhus! 

Obſerv'd ye the ftern Look, vindictive Frown 

Nero lancht at me as he left the Place? 

'Tis done, Nought now can ſtop the cruel Wretch. 

The Blow which was foretold me now will come, 

Nor will You in your Turn eſcape his Rage. 

Bur. Alas, I've liv'd a Day too long already: 

Would Heav'n his Hand had, fortunately Cruel, 

Eſſa yd on Me his Fury's firſt Attempt! 


And not have giv'n me thus too ſure an Earneſt: 


Of the approaching Miſeries of my Country! 
The Deed alone is not what grieves my Soul; 
(His Jealouſie might arm him gainſt his Brother) 
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But, Madam, if I may explain my Sorrovy, 
Nero with Look unchang'd, beheld him dye: 
His Eyes already have attain d the Firmneſs 
Of Tyrants harden'd in their Guilt from Childhood; 
But let him Ps an end, and rid his Court 
Of one who cannot ſooth him in his Crimes; 
Far from endeavburing to avoid his Wrath, 
The quickeſt Death will be to Me the Pleaſing'ſt! 
| Enter Albina. 
Alb. Ah, Madam—ah, my Lord—fly to th' Emperor; 
Run and ſave Ceſar from his own Deſpair. 
He is for ever ſeparated from Fania. 
Ar. Say ft thou, has Fania her own Life deſtroy'd? 
Alb. To ſting the Emp'ror with eternal Anguiſh, 
Zunia, to Him is (without dying) dead. 
You know how haſtily ſhe ſhat from hence, 
- Her Steps ſeem'd tending to Ofavia's Chamber, 
But ſoon ſhe took a different Way. I follow'd; 
Deſp'rate ſhe flies from forth the Palace Gates. 
Strait ſhe perceives the Starue of Augauſius, 
There, bathing with her Tears his marbled Feet 
Which in her ſtraining Arms ſhe claſp'd: O Prince, 
Protect, {aid ſhe, the Remnant of thy Blood! 
Rome, in thy Palace now beholds aſſaſſin d 
Him, who of all thy Race came neareſt Thee, 
In vain they ſtrive to make me perjur'd to him: 
T to preſerve my Faith. do here, O Prince, 
Devote my ſel 10 thoſe Immortal Powers. 
« Whoſe Altar; (for thy Virtue) thou doſt ſhare. 
Mean time the People, at the Sight amaz'd, 
Run from all Parts in Crowds, ſurround the Princeſs, 
Are ſoften'd with her Tears, lament her Fate, 
And with one common Voice eſpouſe her Caule. 
They lead her to the Temple, where ſo long 
Our dedicated Virgins have preſerv'd | 
The precious Pledge of ever-burning Fire. 
Ceſar beholds their March, but fears to ſtop em. 
Narciſſus bolder, breaking thro? the Preſs, 
Begins co lay his impious Hands on Fania. 


Ris Raſhneſs with a thouſand Wounds is puniſht, 
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His Brains daſh'd out, beſprinkle Funia's Habit. 

Cafar at this intimidated leaves her 

Amid the guarding Vulgar; and returns. 

All fly his Savage Silence. Fuzia's Name 

Is all he ſpeaks: He ſtalks about at random; 

Nor dare he lift his haggard Eyes to Heav'n, 

"Tis fear'd, when Night and Solitude combine, " oY 
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His Grief miy cauſe him to attempt his Life. 


Time preſſes: Fly. There wants but a Caprice, 
And he Deftroys himſelf. 
Agr. Ae'd do but Juſtice. | 
But let's go fee how far his Tranſports pufh him. 
Compunction may perhaps produce ſome Change, 
Bur. Pray Heav'n this prove the laſt of Nero's Crimes! 
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PREFACE. 
raya HERE is hardly any Tragedy wherein Hiſtory 
more faithfully followed than this: (The 
4 F ubject is taken from ſeveral Authors, but e- 
WEN ſpecially from the Eighth Book of Quintus 
Curtius. There, we read all that Alexan- 
dier did when he enter d into the Indies, the 
Embaſſies he ſent to the Kings of that Country, the different 
Receptions his Exvoys met with, the Alliance Taxiles made + 
with him. the Haughtineſs wherewith Porus refuſed the Con- 
ditions he was offer d. the Enmity between Porus and Taxiles, 
and laſtly, the Victory Alexander gain d over Porus, the no- 
ble Anſwer which that brave ladian made the Conqueror, 
when he ask'd him how he expected to be treated, and the 
Generoſity with which Alexander reſtor d him all his Domi- 
nions, with the Addition of ſeveral others. | 

This Action 1 Alexander has been look d upon as one of 


the gallanteſt of that Prince's whole Life; and the Dan- 
ger he was in from Porus's Obſtinacy, ſeems to be the greateſt 
he ever met with. He himſelf acknowledged it, ſaying he 
had at laſt met mith a Danger worthy his Courage. And it 
was upon this very Occaſion he cry d out: O Athenians, 
« how much Pains do I take to gain your Applauſe | I have 

endeavour'd to repreſent in Porus an Enemy fit for Alexan- 

der; and I may beaſt that his Character has pleas 4 extream- 

ly upon our Stage; ſo much, that ſome People have reproach'd 

me with making that Prince greater than Alexander. But 

they don't conſider that in the Battel and Victory, Alexander 

is in Fact greater than Porus, that there is not a Line in the 

Play but what's to the Praiſe of Alexander, and that the very 

Invectives of Porus and Axiane are ſo many Elogiums of that 
Conquerors Valour. Porus indeed may be more Moving, be- 

cauſe he is unfortunate. *©* For, as Sen ca ſays. ſuch is our 

« Nature, that we admire nothing in the World ſo much as 

« Man that knows how to bear Misfortune, unſhaken, 

Ita affecti ſumus, ut nihil æquè magnum apud nos admi- 
rationem occupet, quam homo fortiter miſer. ak 

| * 


"PREFACE: 


The Loves of Alexander and. Cleophile are not of my 
own Invention. Juſtin mentions them as well as Quintus Cur- 
tius. Thoſe two Hiſtorians tell us, that a Queen in the In- 
dies call Cleophile, gave up her ſelf to Alexander with the 
City which he beſieg'a her in, and that he re eftabliſh'd her 
in 45 Kingdom becauſe of her Beauty. She had a Son by 
him, and call d him Alexander. Theſe are the Words of 
Juſtin: Regna Cleofidis Reginz petit. Quæ cum ſe de- 
diſſet ei, Regnum ab Alexandro recepit, illecebris conſe- 
cuta quod virtute non potuerat, Filiumque ab eo genitum 
Alexandrum nominavit, qui poſtea Regao Indorum po- 
titus eſt. 8 1 2 
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Alexander. | 
. c Kings in tha Indies 


WOMEN. 


Axiane, Queen of another Part of the Indies. 
Gheophile, Sifter 70 Taxilee. 


Alexander's Train. 
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A QF: 
Enter Taxiles and Cleophile. 


CLEOPHILE, 


' whoſe Pow'r 
his Cauſe; 
fall proſtate, 


riot Wheels? 
Shut not your Eyes to Alexander's Greatneſs: 


LLL you. then fight againſt a King; 
Seems to force Heay'n to undertake: 
One at whoſe Feet all Aſia s Kings- 
One who drags Fortune at his Cha- 


See, round ye, Thrones laid level with the Duſt, _ 


Nations ſubdu'd, and Monarchs led in Irons, 
And then prevent the Ills that caus'd their Ruin. 


Tax. Wou'd ye that I; ſtruck with ſo baſe a Fear, 


Offer my Neck and meet the threat'ning Yoke? 
Shall India ſay. I forg'd the Chains that bind us? 
Shall I quit Porus, and betray thoſe Princes 
Who for their Country's Freedom are aſſembled, 
And who, not way'ring in a Chaice ſo noble, 
Alike know how to live or die like Kings? 
Behold ye one, ſo much as one, that tamely. 

Is blown to Earth at Alexanders Name? 
Which of them all goes forth to beg for Slayery ? 


. 


Far: 
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Far from being frighten'd at his Bug-bear Glory, 
Ev'n in the Lap of Victory they'll ſtrike him. 
Wou'd.ye then, on the brink of Battle, Siſter, 
Have Taxiles make humble Suit for Peace? g 
Cleo. Nay, rather does not He addreſs to You? 
"Tis Your ſole Friendſhip Alexander courts ; 
Juſt in the Act of launching his red Thunder, 
He ſtrives in ſecret to preſerve You from it, 
Tax. Why ſpares he Me alone? Of all the Princes 
Whom the Hydaſpes ſends to ſtop his Progreſs, 
Has none but I deſerv'd his ſhameful Pity ? 
Qn he not offer Amity to Porus? 
He doubtleſs thinks Him a too gen'rous Soul 

To liften to ſo ſcandalous a Favour: 
He ſeeks a ſoft, a leſs reſiſting Spirit; 
So chuſes Me an Object for his Mercy. 

Cleo. Brother, you miſ-interpret bis Deſigns: 

He takes You for the braveſt of his Foes, 
And by diſarming You, makes ſure account 
Of trampling down all other Oppoſition. 


His Choice imprints no Stains upon your Name; 


His Friendſhip falls not to the Lot of Cowards; 
Tho, fir'd with Glory, he wou'd rule the World, 
No Slave is to'be ſeen among his Friends. 

Alas, if his Acquaintance is ſo blackning, _ 

Why ſpar'd you not your Siſter from ſuch Shame? 
You know the daily Services he pays me, | 
Which, but for You, had never gone ſuch Lengths. 
You ſee me here the Miſtreſs of his Soul, 

Nor want I howly Tokens of his Flame; 

His burning Sighs have found a way ev'n hither, 
Tbro' all th Impediments of adyerſe Camps. 
Inſtead of being angry that I ſee him, 8 
I've heard you chide me for my Coldneſs to him: 
You caus d me, Brother, to admit his Love, 


I And, in my turn, perhaps to love Him too. 


Tax. You, without bluſhing for your Beauty's Pow'r, 


May force that mighty Warrior to ſubmit; 
Nor has your Heart juſt Cauſe to be alarm'd, 
If Aſias Conqu'ror triumphs over It. 

But a whole Nation is bound up in Me, 


And 
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And muſt receive their Fate, as I ſhall ſteer; 
And tho your Counſels try to warp my Soul, 
I, to preſerve their Freedom, muſt be Free. 
I know th* Inquietude which this muſt give you: 
But as You, Siſter, love; ſo I too love. 
Axiane's bright Eyes, thoſe Foes to Peace, 
Arm all their Shafts againſt your Alexander.. 
Queen of each Heart, ſhe leaves no Means untry'd, | 
To fave that Liberty her Charms deſtroy; _ 
Filbd with Reſentment at theſe foreign Chains, 
She can endure no Tyrants but her Eyes. | 
Sifter, ſhe muſt be ſery?d: Her glorious Anger —= 

Cleo. Will you deſtroy your ſelf to pleaſure Her? 
Do follow that dear Tyrant's fatal Dictates; 
Serve her, or rather ſerve your Rival, Brother. 
Adorn his Brow with Laurels due to You; 
Axiane ordains it; fight for Porus: 
And, adding to her Pride by your Exploits, 
Secure the Empire of her Heart to Him. 

Tax. But, Siſter, think ye Porus — 

Cleo. — Your ſelf I] ask, 3 
Doubt ye Axiane does really love him? 


What! ſee ye not, with how much warmth of Speech 


Ev'n in Your Preſence, ſhe diſplays his Valour ; 

With her, how braye ſoeyer Others are, | 

"Tis only by His Side that Vi&'ry flies; 

Your Projects but for him wou'd prove abortivez 

In him the Liberty of India reſts; | 

Our Walls without Him had already tumbled 3 

His fingle Look can conquer Alexander. 

She makes a God of that admired Prince; 

And doubt ye that ſhe'll make a Lover of him? 
Tax. Cruel Cleophile, I fain wou'd doubt it. 

Prithee confirm thy Brother in his Error: 

ms paint ye to his Eyes that hated Object? 

Rather aſſiſt him to belye his Sight. | 

Tell him Axiane's a haughty Beauty; 

The fame to all the World as to your Brother, 
Sooth with ſome Hope - : 
Cleo. Hope on then, I conſent;  _ 

But from your ĩneffectual Cares hope nothing. 
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Why will you in Reſiſtance ſeek a Conqueſt, 
Which Alexander's {elf prepares to yield ye? 
Tis not with Him you muſt diſpute the Prize; 
Porus is He that means to rob you of it. 


Unequal Fame exhauſts her Breath for Porus: 
She blows no Trumpet but for Him alone, 


As if the other Leaders had no Name, | 
But follow'd ta the Battle like his Subjects. 


Alas! if that vile abje& Style delight ye, 


The Greeks. and Perſians point ye out a Maſter. 

A hundred Kings, Companions of your Thraldom 
You'll find; And Porus too to cloſe the Train. 

But Alexander meditates Your Freedom. | 
He leaves upon your Brow- thofe Sovereign Marks 
Which by your bene g Rival are refus c. 
The one enſlaves you, t'other makes you reign, 
Inſtead of being ſacrific d for Porus, 

You will — but ſee that mighty Rival comes, 


Tax. Ah! Siſter, how my troubled Heart miſgives me, 


And tells me that my Riyal is belov'd. _ 
Cleo. Adieu: Time preſles to declare your Choice: 
Porus's Slave, or Alexander's Friend. [Exit Cleo. 
eee Enter Porus. . 

Por. My Lord, or I'm deceiv'd, or our proud Foes 
Will fall far ſhort of their high Aims: Our Chiefs | 
And Soldiers, burning with |mpatience, wear 
A maſculine: Aſſurance on their Brow . 5 
They urge each other, and our youngeſt Warriors 
Make ſure account of plenteous Crops of Laurels. 

I faw from Rank to Rank this Ardor ſpread, 

And rend with gen'rous Shouts the yielding Air: 

They murmur. that inſtead of glorious Action 

The ſloth of an Incampment waſtes their Vigour. 
And ſhall we let fuch dariag Spirits languiſh? 
Qur Enemy begins to practiſe Art, 

He finds himſelf grown weak, and therefore tries 
To turn the threatning Storm: Hepheſtion's ſent. 
With vain Diſcourſe tamuſe u . ö 

zyÿö5̃ 8 
My Lord: We know not Alexander's drift. 
Perhaps tis Peace he's willing to preſent us, 


— 
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Por Peace! wou'dfſt thou then accept it from His Hand? 

Shall we behold him in his waſteful Travel, N 
Trouble the happy Calm our Realms enjoy d. 

And entring our Domains with Sword in Hand, 


"JF 


Diſcharge his Rage on Kings who never wrong'd bim? 


Shall we behold him plundering Provinces, | 
- Swelling our Rivers with our Subjects Blood, 

And. when Heav'n ſeems to give him up to Juſtice, 
Wait till the Tyrant deigns to give us Pardon? 
Tax. Say not. my Lord, that Heay'n abandons him. 
With equal Care its Favour ſtill furrounds him: 

A King who makes fo many Nations tremble, 

Is not a Foe to be deſpis'd by Kings. HOST: 

Por. Far from defpiſing, I a mire his Courage, 

And render lawful Homage to his Valour. : 

But in my turn am willing to deſerve | 

The Tribute which I'm forc'd to pay his Virtues. 
Do, raiſe this Alexander to the Skyy © 

But if | ean, my Lord, II pull him thence; 
Yes. I'll atrack him on the very Altars 

Erected ro him by the trembling World. 

Thus Alexander's ſelf eſteem'd thoſe Princes 
| Whoſe Realms he conquer'd; had he tim'rous ſeem'd, 
Darius dying, ne er had own d a Maſter, 

Tax. Had that o'erweening Prince but known Himſelf, 

He ſtill had reign'd where now another reigns. 

Beſides, that Pride which caus'd his Overthrow, 

Had Gronnds to plead which your Contempt has not. 
Then, Alexanders Valour ſcarce was known: | 


The brooding Thunder had not burſt its Cloud. al 


In a dead Calm Darius dozing lay, | 

But ſoon he wak'd, and with Amazement ſaw, 
Like a vain Dream, his mighty Power forſake him. 
Thrown to the Earth by a victorious Arm, 

The darted Bolts, in falling, cp'd his Eyes. 

Por. But at what Price does Alexander, think ye, 
Offer this Peace, this baſe, enſnaring Peace? "+ 
A hundred different Nations can in form ye, 4 
(Thrown into Chains by that fallacious Peace.) 
Let us not cheat our ſelves with flattering Hopes; 
His Friendſhip till brings Slavery in its Reats 37 
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In vain you think t'obey him but by Halves; 

You muſt reſolve to be his Slave or Foo. 
Tax. Without being either Cowards or Fool-hardy, 
We may with ſome vain Homage ſooth his Pride; 
His hot Ambition ſoon will call him from us: 

Tis but a Torrent that will ſoon paſs off 

If let alone, but if reſiſted ſwells o 4 5 
And bears away the Ship-wreckt Mounds that ſtopt it. 
Then let us not encounter with his Anger, h 
But, to his Paſſage give a ſmooth Receprion, 

And, yielding up what we ſhall ſoon regain, 

Render him. Duties that will coſt us nothing, 


Shall I the Loſs of Glory count as Nothing? 
Yours and My Kingdom wou'd be dearly purchas'd, 
If they coſt Perus the moſt trivial Meanneſs. 

But do ye think a Prince ſo fluſht with Fortune 
Will leave no Traces of his Paſſage Here? 

How many Kings, ſplit on this fatal Rock, 

Hold a dependent Tenure from his Will? 

Our Crowns, ths moment they became his Conqueſt, 
Wou'd fit precafious on our Heads: Our Scepters. 
At his leaſt Frown wou'd drop from out our Hands. 
No longer tell me that his Courſe is tranſient ; 

He never yet left any Prince his Freedom, 

And ſtill to chain the Nations faſter to him, 

He often ſeeks em Kings amid the Duſt. 

But little am I toucht with theſe vile Cares: 

Your Intereſt alone inſpires this Language; 

Porus is unconcern'd in this whole Talk; 

When Glory ſpeaks, he's deaf to all-things elſe. 

Tax. My Lord, like you, to Henour's Call 1 liſten; 
But Honour dictates to preſerve my Kingdom. 

Por. if you wou'd fave your Honourand your Kingdom, 
Prevent the Foe, and march with Me againſt him. | 
Tax. Contempt and Raſhneſs are unfaithful Guides. - 
Por. Shame treads upon the Heels of tim'rous Souls. 


Tax. None but proud Spirits will approve ſuch Coun 


Tax, 


Por. Nothing, my Lord! dare ye to think it Nothing? 


a SS . a A 


Tax. Subjects love Kings that know to ſpare their Blood. 
Por. They more eſteem thoſe who know how to __ 
els. 


Por, Kings will approve them: So perhaps will Queens. 
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Tax. The Queen, you think, has Eyes for none but You: 
Por. This I well know. a Slave is her Abhorrence. 
Tax. Your Haughtineſs, my Lord, accords with hers, - 
Por. Glory I love: And Glory's what ſhe's fond of. 
Tax. You've won her Heart. | 
Por. At leaſt I will prevent 
A Foreign Hand from bearing it away: 
Tax. But do ye think a Lover ought texpoſe 
His Miſtreſs and her People, with Himſelf? 
No, no, no longer be deceiv'd, but own 4X 
Tis not by Love you're guided, but by Hate, 
Por. Well; fince I muſt confeſs it, my juſt Anger 
Deſires a War as much as You do Peace. | 
I own; that, burning with a noble Hear, 
I want t encounter this ſame Alexander; 
My Soul, uneaſie at his high Atchievements, 
Has long expected this moſt welcome Day. 
Long &er he ſought me out, my Emulation 
Had render'd me his Enemy in Secret. 
I griev'd to ſee him taken up in Aſia; | 
So ſtrongly did my Wiſhes urge his Preſence, | 
That I ev'n grudg'd the Perſians that good Fortune: 
And ſhow'd he now elude my ardent Longings; © 
Shou'd he to leave this Country ſeek a Paſlage, 
= You ſhou'd behold me, arm'd, arreſt his March, 
| Refuling Him the Peace he offers You. 
Tax. Doubtleſs, ſo high, ſo reſolute a Spirit, 
Merits in Hiſtory a fk:ining Place. ; 
And ſhou'd ye fall beneath this great Defign, | 
You'll bravely fall. The Queen draws near. Adieu. 
Cry up your Zeal, and let her ſee your Pride, 
The thing which you believe deſerves her Love. 
I ſhou'd diſturb your noble Converſation: 
Your Hearts wou'd ſcorn the Weakneſſes of mine. [ Exit. 
Enter Axiane. | 
Ax. Does Taxiles avoid me? What's the Reaſon ? 
Por. He's in the right to hide from You his Shame: 
And fince he fears t' expoſe himſelf to Danger, 
With what a Front can he ſuſtain Your 1 
But. Madam, let us quit ſo mean a Subject, 
And fince he's bent on Slav ry, let him go, 


And 
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And with his Siſter worſhip Alexander. an; 1 


Let's leave a Camp in which, with Incenſe ready, 5 
The loyal Taxiles expects his Sovereign. 18 
Ax. But, Sir, what ſays he? | * 
Por. He too plainly ſpeaks. 980 11 
The Slave already boaſts of his new Maſter, v 
And fain wou'd have me ſerve him —— | Bi 
Ax. Be You patient, | 80 
And leave the Care of ſtaying Him, to Me: U 
His Sighs, tho' unencourag'd on my part, | * 
Declare that l'm the Object of his Love. T 
Be that or ſo or not, 1']] talk with him; MM 
We muſt not by this harſh Diſdain compel him Ai 
To fi:jh a Dehgn he mayn't ha? formr'd. Ww 
Por. Do ye then doubt it? Can you acquieſce | Gi 
Upon a faithleſs, abje&. perjur'd Lover, Fe 
Who, ro his Tyrant, means to give ye up, Pe 
In hopes to re- obtain ye from his Hand? Pe 
Go to, aſſiſt him to betray Your ſclf; De 
From my fond Eyes your Perſon he may tear, If 
But he can ne er deprive me of the Glory | 
Of Fighting in Your Cauſe, and Dying for Ye. Or 
Ax. Think ye, my Lord, that after ſuch Diſloyalty Gl 
My Hand ſhall be his broken Faith's Reward ? Bu 
Think ye that I can fix my Friendſhip There, ; I fl 
Or yield to © > beſtow'd upon a Traytor? | Yo 
Can ye, without a Bluſh, ſay this of Me? | Ne 
Was I &er known t'efteem that Prince ſo much? $14 Al. 
Think ye, my Lord. were | to make a Choice No 
Twixt You and Taxiles, 1 long ſhou'd doubt? 11 
Do | not know his Soul unſteady, wavering; . 
That Love retains him while Fear calls him on? le 1 
Do I not know that his irreslute Heart, | No 
Wou'd, but for Me, ſoon gorge his Siſter's Bait, AF 
This Alexander took that Princeſs Captive, | No 
And Now She to her Brother is return'd; But 
But I ſoon found the Embaſſy ſhe came on, Be 
To catch him in the Net her ſelf was fal'n in. She 
Por. How can ye then with Patience bear her Preſence Anc 
Why quit ye not ſo criminal a Conyerſe ? 1 


Why are ye ſo ſollicitous to ſpare 5 


A 


? 


the GREAT, 


A prince | | : | | : YL 
Ax. Tis for yc ur ſake that I would gain him. 


$tall i ſe You, charg'd with cur Kingdom's weight, 


March out alone againſt ſo great a-Conqu'ror ? 


In Taxiles I'd get ye an Aſſiſtant: 


Why have ye not for Me the ſame Complacence ? 
But with ſuch vulgar Cares your Soul's untoucht: 
So ye fall Nobly, you defire no more. 
Unmoy'd at what your Death may be the Cauſe of, 


Vou give Me up without or Aid or Refuge, 


To Alexander's. Wrath, to Taxiles' Love; 


He ſoon would treat me as a haughty Victor, 


And, to reward your Death, demand, my Heart. 
Well, go, my Lord: Content your Iaclinations: 
Go to the Fight: Forget to guard your Life: 
Forget that Heav'n, propitious to your Wiſhes, 
Perhaps prepar d your Love a gentler Fate; 
Perhaps Axiane, at length relenting, 
Deſign'd.— But, no, my Lord, run to your Army: 


I find I keep ye here againſt your. Will. (1s going. 


Por. Ah, Madam, ſtay; and ſee how much I love: 
Order my Deſtiny, command my Soul- 
Glory, I own, has great Dominion o'er it; 
But what's impoſlible to ſuch bright Charms 
I ſhall not ſay with what intrepid Courage Fr 
Your Men and Mine were going to the Battle, 
Nor how great Joy it would, ha' been to Perus 
Alone to triumph in his Rival's Sight. 
No, I am filent: Speak: Lou are my Queen, 
] lay my Hate and Glory at your Feet. 


Ax. Be not afraid: Th Heart that thus obeys me, 1 
le not depos d in Hands that can betray it. | 


No, l'm too Jealous of his Fame, to ſtop 
A Heroe,' who is poſting on to Vict'ry. 
No, fly to meet the proud inſulting Foe, - 


* 


But keep with your Allies, and ſogth their Humours, 


1 - 


Be it my Care to work on Taxiles. _ 


, N * 
, 


Shew in his Fayour Sentiments more mild 
And Vl go try t' ingage him on our Side. 


; 
a 


Por. Well, Madam, Go: With Pleaſure I conſent. 


Since we muſt ſee Hepheſtion, let us tee him. 
4 5 | | D 
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But till in hopes of following cloſe his Heels, 7 
Firſt 1 expect Hepbeſtion, then the Battle. 1 
—— | _ — | | * 
— beck | . Y 
Enter Cleophile and Hepheſtion. : 
TeV” ES, whilſt your Kings deliberate in Council, Ii 
1 Andballancein their Breafts what Choice to make, J. 
Permit me, Madam, to diſcourſe at large 5 
The ſecret Reaſons which have brought me hither. 
Entruſted with my Maſter's glorious Flame, v 
I Let me unfold it to the Eyes that caus'd it, 1 
And for that Heroe beg at Vour fair Hands, 3 v 
What he fo freely offers to Your Kings, 1 
Peace and Repoſe: This, Madam, is my Errand. 1˙ 
After ſo many Sighs, what muſt he wait for? N 
Your Brother has conſented, why delay ye? 13 
Muſt he for ever fear a harſh Refuſal? 3 | M 
Say, Madam, muſt he lay beneath your Feet | C 
The yet unconquer'd Remnant of the Globe? Fa 
Muſt he give Peace? Or muſt he War purſue? I 
Pronounce, My Maſter will leave nought untry'd A1 
To mike ye His by Merit or by Conqueſt, 1 
Cleo May | believe a Prince, at Glory's Heighth, _ Ju 
Still keeps the Mem'ry of my weak ArttraQtives ? _ 
That he who carries Terror in his Train 1.74 
Can ſo debaſe himſelf to ſigh for:me? | Ax 
Captives like him do ſoon knock off their Fetters; » 
Glory compels Their Souls to higher Aims; E” He 
And Love with Them, diſturb'd and interrupted, He 
Is ſoon o'er- whelm'd beneath a load of Laurels. An 
Whild yet rhat Herce held me as his Pris'ner, He 
I might perhaps hase ſlightly toucht his Heart: An 
But when he toipy Liberty reſtor'd me, 755 Hi. 
*Tis juſt to think that he reſum'd his own. | W, 
Hep O hid e ſeen him, burning with Impatience, Af 
Count er the anmal Days of your long Abſence, Ex 
Youu would ba knovyn, that, hurry'd on by Love, Pre 
He {ought for none but You in all his Battles 1 


The! 


the GREAT. 
Tis for your ſake th' affrigkted Provinces | | 


Have felt th' Effects of his impetuous Courſe, 


Which broke thro? all that ſtopt his P.Mage t'ye. 
Your Standards wave in the {ame Field with ours; 
The Camp's ſo near, one View diſcovers both: 
Yet after all this Toil the tim'rous Conqu'rcr 


Fears he is ſtill far diſtant from your Heart. 


What boots it him to run from Clime to Clime, 

If ſtill the Entrance to your Heart is ſhut ? 

If till you frame new Doubts about his Love 

If with a thouſand Diffidences arm'd — '- _ 
Cleo. Alas! ſuch Doubtings are but weak Defences; } 
We always doubt that moſt which moſt we wiſh. 
Yes, fince that Heroe needs will know my Heart, 
With Joy I hear the Story of his Paſſion z 

I fear'd leſt Time e' er now had ſtopt its Courſe. 

I'm pleas'd he loves, and may he ever love! 

Nay more: When he, reſiſtleſs, forc'd our Frontier, 


And within Omphis Walls made me his Pris'ner, 


My Heart, which ſaw him Maſter of the World, 
Conſol'd it ſelf in that His Chains I wore; © 
Far from complaining at the Change of Fortune 
I took a ſweet Acquainrance with my Fate, 
And, loſing the Remembrance of my Freedom, 
I fear'd t'obtain it, even when I ask'd it. 

Judge whether I'm o'er-joy'd at his Return. 


” But muſt I ſce him covyer'd o'er with Blood? 
Comes he before us in a Hoſtile way ? 
And does he ſeek me only to torment me? 


Hep. No, Madam, by your pow'rful Charms ſubdu'd, 
He now ſuſpends the Terror of his Arms. a 
He offers, to th' unthinking Kings, a Peace, 

And ſtops the Hand that would e' er now ha' cruſnt em. 
He fears leſt Victory ſhould go too far, 
And reach a Blow on Taxiles's Head. 

His Courage, at your juſt Alarms concern'd, | 

Would grieve. to wet his Laurels with your Tears, 
Aſſiſt then, Madam, his Purſuits of Peace. 

Exempt him from ſo undeſir'd a Conqueſt, 


' Prevail on thoſe whoſe Ruin he would ſpare, 


«i 


T' accept a Good they owe to nought but Love. 
: D 2 Cles. 
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| 
Cleo. Doubt not of that, my Lord : My troubled Soul 
Is agitated with inceſſant Fears: e 
I tremble for my Brother, dread his Fate, 
Fear leſt his Blood ſhould ſtain ſo dear a Foe: 
But I in vain oppoſe his boiling Paſſion; 
Axiane and Porus fill his Soul; 
A Queen's Attractions, and a King's Example, 
When | begin to ſpeak, riſe up againſt me. 
What have I not to dread in ſuch a Plunge! 
1 fear for Him; and ev'n for Alexander: | 
I know a hundred Kings who fought Yoppoſe him 
Have ſplit upon that Rock, and been undone: - 
J know his Deeds: But I know Porus too. 
Our Nations, who: have under his Command, 
Repuls'd the Scythian and the Perſian Force, 
Made proud Nurels which to him they owe, 
Like him will Conquer, or will fall reveng'd. 
1 fear | 
Hep. Shake off ſo vain an Apprehenſion: 
Leave Porus to the Deſtiny that waits him: 
Let India in his Cauſe arm all her Nations, 
So Taxiles but turn his Steps from Ruin. 
But here they come. | 
Cleo. My Lord, compleat your Work; 
By your ſage Counſels diſſipate this Storm: 
Or if it muſt break out, at leaſt remember, 


To make it fall on other Heads than ours. [Exit Cle. 


Enter Porus and Taxiles. 1 
Hep. Before the Battle, which approaches, puts 
Four Kingdoms in the Number of our Conqueſts; 
My Maſter graciouſly is pleas'd to hold 5 
His conqu' ring Hand. and once more offer Peace. 
Tour People. wich fallacious Hopes abus d, 
Thought to ha' ſtop d the Conqueror of Euphrates; 
But ſpite of all your crowding Troops, th' Hydaſpes 
At length, beholds our Standards on its Banks: 
E'er now they had been planted in your Trenches, 
And your wide Plains heap'd up with Piles of Dead, 
Had not that Heroe checkt his Soldiers Fury. 
He comes not here to ſhed the Blood of Princes, | 
And fright their Subjects with a barb'rous Triumph: 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


| 
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He would not fhine with ſuch a mournful Splendor, 
Nor build his Greatneſs on the Tombs off Kings. - 
But do not You, with vain Preſumption ſpurr'd, 
Rourze his Reſentment, and provoke the Storm. 
Now whilſt his hovering Arm ſtill hangs in Air, 
Content your ſelves with ſtanding out thus long. 
Do not delay to render him that Homage 


Which in your Hearts, ſpite of your ſelves, you give him. 


Accepting the Support his Arm preſents ye, 
Be proud of ſuch a Friend, and ſuch a Patron. 
This, Alexander's pleas'd to let you know; 
Ready to quit or to reſume the Sword. 


You've heard his Purpoſe. Now declare your Choice: 


Or to loſe All, or under him to hold it. | 
Tax: My Lord, believe not that a barb'rous Hatred 

Hoodwiaks our Eyes to Virtue ſo tranſcendent, 

And that our People, rooted in their Pride, 

Pretend in your Deſpight to be your Foes. 

We render what is due to ſhining Merit: | 

You worſhip Gods who owe to Us their Temples, 

Heroes who paſs'd for Mortals among You. 

Have met with Altars when they came to Us. 

But never will ſo brave a People turn. 

From being Adorers, to be abject Slaves: 

Believe me, be they ne er ſo ſtruck with Fame, 

They'll not give Incenſe that is ſought by Force, 

Kingdoms enow, the Purchaſe of your Swords, 
Have ſeen their Monarchs bow beneath your Yoke, 


Atter ſo many States by You reduc'd, 


Is it not time, my Lord, You ſearcht for Friends? 
The Captive Crowds whom Alexander awcs, 

Do ill Boone a Pow'r but juſt begun. 

They only watch a time to gain their Freedom; 
Your Empire's full of nought but cover'd Foes, 

In Secret they bemoan their Crowyn- leſs Kings. 
Your Chains, too far ſtretcht out, relax themſelyes, -_ 
The Scythians, in their Hearts already mutinous, 
Attempt to break the gyves you mean for Us, _ 
Go to: Accept our Friendſhip's Pledge, and try 
Th' Effects of Faith by no ſet Oath engag'd. 

One Nation leave at leaſt, that may, unforc'd, _ 
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Applaud the Greatneſs of your noble Deeds. ''M PB 
I on theſe Terms embrace your Maſter's Friendſhip: | Tn 
I wait his Coming, as a King ſhould wait | | Th 
A Heroe, who in Honour's Traces treads, ; 855 An 
And who may Rule my Heart, but not my Kingdom. Ha 
Por. When the Hydaſpes. calling all its Bord'rers, Bu 
Sent forth its Princes to defend its Banks, | A 
I thought that in this glorious Undertaking, 
None were engag'd but Enemies to Tyrants. Bu 
But fince a King crouching to him that braves us, If 
Sollicites to be one of his Allies, JM Ip 
Tis I muſt ſatisfie my Country's Wiſhes, 3 I f 
And ſpeak for thoſe whom Taxiles betrays, 2 10 
What wants the King your Maſter in theſe Regions? An 
And what's the mighty Aid he's pleas d to grant u? J Bu 
What means he by preſuming to protect 5 f 
Nations, who have no Enemy but Him? . We 
Before his Fury made Mankind uneaſie, 10 
Tadia enjoy'd a pleaſing calm Repoſe, | WI 
Or if ſome Neighbour troubled its Serenity; Alr 
It ſelf ſupply'd ſufficient good Defenders. | A! 
Why are we' invaded? by what barbarous Act Gr 
Have we ſtirr'd up the Madneſs of your Maſter? Inf 
Were we eer ſeen to threaten his Dominions ? An 
Or lay a Ccuntry wafte we knew noughr of? Thi 
Could not ſo many Kingdoms. Deſarts. Rivers, Cat 
Be Barriers ſtrong enough twixt Him and Us? Fri 
An Inmate of the World's remoteſt End AC 
Might, one would think, be free from this Diſtarber: But 
Unheard-of Ardor, which, in love with Miſchief, Kn 
No ſooner's lit, but burns up all around: 4 An 
Whoſe only Rule or Reaſon is its Pride, Th. 
Which would to one great Priſon turn the World, | We 
And, tyrannizing o'er the ſpacious Globe, | He 
Covets as many Slaves as there are Men, At 
Kingdoms nor Kings no longer mutt ſubſiſt: Af 
Under one Yoke he ranges all Mankind. Mo 
I know his rav'nous Pride deyours Us too. | Hat 
We are the only Sovereigns that are left. : Thi 
Why ſaid l, We? My ſelf alone, the Man Glo 
In whom remain the Footſteps of a King. Th; 
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But tis a noble Subject for my Courage. 
I'm glad to ſee the human Race inſlav d, +: 
That, if they're freed. Poruss Hand may free them, | 
And all may ſay, The mighty Alexander 
Had made the truckling Univerſe ſubmit, - 
But at the utmoſt end of it he found 
A Kirg by whom the World regain'd its Freedom. | 

Hep. Your Project marks at leaſt a valiant Mind. 
But it is Now too late t'oppoſe the Storm. | 
It Porws is the tottering World's ſole Prop, 
I pity It, and pity Porus too: | 
I ſtay ye not. Go, march againſt my Maſter. 
I only wiſh that you had better known him, 
And Fame had only in Compaſſion told ye 
But half of his Exploits; You then ſhou'd ſee—— 

Por. What ſhou'd I ſee? Or what cou'd I be told; 
Wou'd ſet me ſo much lower than your Maſter? 
O! forget: The Perſians tamely beate. 
Where was the Glory to ſubdue a King j 
Already by Effeminacy conquer d, | 
A Nation void of Vigour, almoſt lifeleſs, N 
Groaning beneath the Gold with which *twas arm'd; | 
Inſtead of Fighting. falling down in Heaps, | 6 
And ſetting th. ir dead Troops againſt your live ones: = 
The others, dazl'd at his leaſt Performance, | | a 
Came on their Knees to ſupplicate for Laws, i 
Frighten'd with Tales of Oracles, they thought | 
A God cou'd never meet with Oppoſition. 
But We, who look with other Eyes on Conqu'rors, | | 
Know that the Gods are far from being Tyrants; þ$ 


And whate'er Title Slaves may-give their Idol, | | 1 
The Son ef Fove with Us is but a Man. ; 11 
We go not to perfume his Way with Flowers: if 


He finds Us every where with Sword in Hand. 
At every Step he ſees bis Conqueſts ſtay d. a 
A ſingle Rock here coſts him more Fatigue, 1 
More Lives, more Onſets, than the Perſian Empire: 
Hating the Eaſe which eaus'd thoſe Wretches Ruin, 1 
The Gold which paves our Steps don't ſpoil our Souls. | 
Glory's the only Good has Charms for Us, | 
That the ſole Object Poru, keeps in light, 
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"Tis That — 

Hep. Riſing | That too is 9 159 my Maſter ſeeke; 
His Heart diidains to flye at leſſer. Game. | 
Tis that which tore him from his own Dominions, 
And to the Throne of Cyrus urg'd his Steps, 


gd him to break the ſtrongeſt Empire's Columns, 


To fi-ht for Crowns, to win them, and beſtaw them. 

And ſince your Contumacy dares deny him 

The Glory of the Pardon he preſents ye, 

This Day, Your ſelf, the Witneſs of his Vict'ry, 

Shall ſee the warmth with which he fights for Glory: 

Forthwith, with Sword in Hand, you'll ſee his March. 

[Exit Hep. 

Por. Go too: I'll wait him; nay, I'll ſeek him our. 
Tax. Will you then, giving way to your Impatience- 
Por. No, I intend not to difturb your Friendſhip. | 

Hepheſtion anger'd ſolely againſt Porus, 

Will let his Mafter know of Your Submiſſions. 

The Legions of Axiane are rang d 

Beneath my Banners, and expect the Battel; 

J will maintain the Splendor of both Thrones : 


- And You, my Lord, ſhall fit the Judge och Combat: 


Unleſs, excited by, a glorious Zeal, 
You join with your new Friends. 
Enter Axiane. 
Ax. What's this I'm told! 7D Tax. 
Our Enemies count Vou among their Friends: 


And loudly boaſt a certain King's Reſpects— 


Tax, We ſhou'd not preſently believe an Enemy: 
A little time will make em know me better. 

Ax. My Lord, diſprove then this injurious Rumour; : 
Con found the Inſolence of thoſe who ſpread. it. 
Like Porus go and force them to be ſilent: 

And let 'em. by a juſt Reſentment ſee 
They have no Foe more miſchievous than You. 

Tax. Madam, I'il go and draw my Army out. 

Be not ſo ſoon alarm'd at ſuch Reports. Ne 
Porus, his Duty does; and Vil do mine. [Exit Tax, 
Ax. Coward! this Coldneſs is no Sign you'll do it: 

You tread not like a King that runs to Vict ry. 
We can no * doubt it: We re betray d. 
His 


„ 
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His Siſter ſuperſedes his Fame, his Country: 
He keeps his Hatred private to Himſelf _ 
Until the Fight begins; and then he'll ſhew it. 
O Gods ! . be” + 
Por. His Change deprives me of an Aid 
I always knew too well to build upon. | 
I, unconcern'd, have ſ-en his Fickleneſs: | r 
And did much more his faint Reſiſtance fear. 
A Traytor, leaving Us to pleafe his Siſter, 
Leſs Weakens us than does a cold Defender. 
Ax. But pray, my Lord. what ist you Undertake? 


Without confid'ring Alexander's Forces, 9321 00 


You run, almoſt alone, to meet their Swords, 
And fight their num'rous Army, by your ſelf, 714 
Por. What! wou'd ye have me, like a tim'rous Traytor, 


Conſpire to fet a Maſter o'er ye, Madam? 


Shall Porus in his Camp be ſeiz d, unactive, 
Or When the Trumpet calls to War, decline it? 
I know you wou'd not have me be ſo baſe: 
Glory, 1 know, burns ſtronger in your Boſom. 
"Twas You whoſe pow'rful Charms (I well remember) 
Excited all our Kings” puſht them to War: 
You with a noble Pride reſervd your Hand 
For Him alone that conquer'd Alexander. 
Conquer we muſt: I flie to't: Nor to ſhun 
The Name of Captive, but to merit it. — 
Inflam'd by your bright Eyes, my Soul's reſoly' 
Dead or Victorious to deſerve your Chain. 
And ſince it wou'd be vain to pour forth Sighs 
To one whe has no Senſe of ought but Glory, 
Vil go, and by the Splendor, won by C-nquelt, 
Fix Glory ſo inſep'rate from my Perſon 
That | perhaps at length may lead your Heart 
From Glory's. Love, to lave the Conqueror. 

Ax. Well, my Lord, go then. Taæiles perhaps 
Has Subjects in his Camp more brave than He, 
Ill make-a laſt” Effort ro ſtir em up. 2 
Then to your Camp I'll go, and. wait your Fate; 
Inquire not further how my Heart's inclin'd. 
Triumph and Live. 
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Por. Why, Madam, d'ye delay? 

Why may I not this inllant be inform'd, 

Whether my Sighs bave made your Heart leſs hard ? 

Wou'd ye (for Fate, Divine Axiane, 

Perhaps condemns me ne'er to fee ye more) 

Wou'd ye that an unhappy Prince expiring, 

Shou'd be ſtill unacquainted with the Glory 

That was deſign'd him? Speak. 

Ax. What ſhall I ſay? 

Por, Ah! if you felt ſome little Weakneſs: for me; 

Your Heart, which teſtifies ſo much Eſteem, 

Might flatter me with ſome ſmall Hopes of Love. 
Can ye with all theſe Sighs be yet unmoy'd? 

Can ye-— | 

Go: March againſt this Alexander. 

The Victory is Yours, if that fam'd Warrior 
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Enter Axiane and. Cleophile. 


| Muſt I not ſee my Army march to Battel? 
Does Taxiles on Me begin his Treaſon, 
And make a Priſon tor me; of his Camp? 
Is this th' obſequious Paſſion he profeſſes? 
Does my Adorer make himſelf my Maſter? 
Does his fond Love, grown weary of my Rigour, 
Er flave my Perſon, ſince he can't my Heart? 

Cleo. Conftrue| more favourably the juſt Alarms 
Of one who knows no Conqu'ror but your Beauty: 
Look. with more Goodneſs, Madam, en the Teal 
W hich intereſts my Brother in your Safety. 
Whilſt (all around us) wo moſt potent Armies 
Both ſtung with equal Fury, vent their Fierceneſs, | 
To what Part elſe cou d ye have ſteer'd your Courſe?” 
What other Place cou'd thield ye from the Tempeſt? 
Bere a full Calm ſecures. 3e: All is peaceful 


Defends himſelf no better than my Heart. [Exes | 


Ax. IT7 HA T! am There to be debarr'd my Freedom? 
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Ax. And 'tis this Peacefulneſs that I deteſt, 
What, when my Subjects fill the Plain with Deaths, 
And bravely for their Queen with Porus fight; 3 
When with their Blood their Loyalty they ſeal, 
And Cries of dying Warriors pierce ev'n hither, 
Muſt I be told of Peace? And muſt the Camp - 
Of Taxiles alone remain Serene? 
Muſt I be flatter'd with an odious Calm, 
And SpeRacles of Joy regale my Eyes? 1 
Cleo. But, cou'd ye, Madam, think my Brother's Love, 
Cou'd bear to ſee expos d ſo dear a Perſon? | 
He knows the Hazards —— . 
Ax. Therefcre to prevent em | 
That generous Lover makes a Pris'ner of me? 
And whilſt his Rival's fighting in my Cauſe, 
His peaceful Valour guards my Perſon here? 


4 Cleo. How happy's Porus! how uneafic t'ye 
| Is the the leaſt Abſence of that plorious Man! 
b Your Anxioufneſs for Him wou'd almoſt prompt ye 


To find him out ev'n in the Field of Batte] ? 

Ax. I wou'd do more. I'd ſeek him ev'n in Death, 
| Loſe my Dominions, and. unmov'd, ſee Alexander 

Give em Cleophile, to buy her Heart. 

Cleo. If you ſeek Porus: why wou'd ye be gone? 
3 He'll ſoon de brought, by Alexander. hither. 

Permit us to be tender of your Welfare, 

And keep ye ſafe — your Conqu'ror comes. 
Ax. Vou triumph Madam, and your Heart already 

Tow'rds Alexander flies, and names him Victor. 

You ſnou d not with your Love be too much blinded: 


Perhaps your Pride breaks out before the time. 1 
Too haſtily believing what ye-wiſh, 1 
You puſh Affairs too far. | . | 
Cleo. My Brother comes: | . 
Hell quickly ſet us in right in our Diſpute. 6 
Ax Ah my miſgiving Heart! That Brow, ſerene, 


Too plainly tells me Parus is defeated. 
| Exter Taxiles. | 
Tax: Madam, if Porus had with leſs: Impatience 
Receiv'd t e Counſels of a cordial Friend, , 


He might have ſpar d me the afflicting Task 
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Of bearing you the News of his Mis fortune. 

Ax. Is Porus —— 

Tax *Tis too ſure, His thoughtleſs Valour 
Has felt the Miſchie fs [ſo plain foreſa w. 
Vet (for my Heart reſpects his Virtue much, 
Nor cares to Triumph or a fallen Riyal) 
He bravely, Ich by Inch, gave up the Field, 
And dreachr in Blood the Glory of the Foe, 
Nay Vict'ry's ſelf on his 725 Deeds intent, 
Twixt Him and Alexander ſome time waver d. 
But in the End his Valour grew outrageous, 
And he was hurry'd much too {ar by Paſſion. 
1 ſaw his Troops g'erthrawn and dif array d, 
Ycur Soldiers in diſorder, his diſpers d, 

And he bimſelf, forc'd with them in their aight, 
With for the Succour he before refus'd. 

Ax. Refus di How's this! does thy baſe Mind W 
To be intreated to defend thy Country? 
Muſt ye be drag d to fight againſt your Will, 
And mide by Forte to aye ycur own Dominjons? 
Since yeu want ſpurring, was not the Example 
Of Po us ſtrong enough 95 pickyeoo?.: 
Cou'd not that Heroes Danger, nor thy Miſtreſs, 
Nor a whole Nation threaten'd, warm thy Heart? | 
Thou ſerv'ſt the Maſter well thy Siſter gives thee, 
Go on; do with me as. her Hare directs, . 
To all the Vanquiſht give the ſame ill Treatment. Lot 
Thy Miſtreſs with thy Rival lay in Chains. 5 ; 
The Deed is done. Thy Crime and his Diſaſter 5 
Have fix d that Hero deeply i in my arr. 
I love him, and will, &'er the Day declines, _ 
At once declare my Hatred and my Love: 
Te Him, before thy Face, ſwear conſtant Fonts. 
And before his, to Thee immortal Hatred. | 
Adieu. Thou know'ſt me: Love me if thou wilt, 

Tax. Think not my Vows were ever unſincere; 
You have no Cauſe to fear or Threats or Chains; 
For Alexander knows what's due to Princes. 0. 
Suffer his Goodneſs to continue t xe 
A Scepter Porus did too raſply venture. 
My ſelf, le wou d fight the Hand 
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That impicuſly oſha d to * it from ve. 
Ax. What! ſhall my Scepter be a Foe's Donation? 

Upon my rightful Throne fhall I be place C 

By the ſame Tyrant that had pull'd me from it? 
Tax. Monarchs, o'ercome by his victorious Arm, 

Have given way to his kind healing Cares. 

Behold the Wite and Mother of Darius, 

One calls him Son, and one a Brother ſtiles him. 
Ax. No, no: 1 know not how to ſell my En 

Careſs a Tyrant. and in Pity reign. 

Think'ſt thou I'm like a feeble Perſian Dame? 

Think'ſ thou that Alexander's Court ſhall cer A 

Retain Axiane? Think'ſt thou that I | 

Will with my, Conqu'ror trapes o'er all the world, 

And boaſt throughout the Softneſs of his Chains? 

If he gives Kingdoms, let him give thee ours. 

Let him adorn thee with the Spoils of others, 

Reign on: Nor I, nor Perus will be jealous: 

And thou ſhalt be ev'n more a Slave than Us. 

I hope that Alexander, fond of Glory, | 

And vex d his Vict'ry by thy Crime was ſully'd, 

Will waſh it in thy Blood. Traytors like thee = 

Are often puniſh't, tho? the Treaſon's lik'd. 

Whatever Favours he may blind, your Eyes with, 


Think on the Recompence of Faithleſs Beſſus. [Exit Ax. of 


Cleo. Brother, give way to this outragious Tranſport. | 
Wich Time and 1 Sy ' You'll prevail. F 
Her Rage, whatever outward Shew ſhe makes, 
Can ne'er withſtand the Offer of a Kingdom. 
Command her Fate, her Heart will ſoon be Yours, 
But tell me, have your Eyes beheld the Conqu'ror? ? 
What Treatment, Brother, does be ſeem to promiſe Þ 
What ſaid he? © 

Tax. Yes, I've ſeen your Alexander, 
At firſt the youthful Luſtre of his Features 
See m'd to bely the number of his Deeds. 
Filf with his Name, I could not. I confeſs, 
Make ſ much Glory with ſuch Youth oy | 
But the Heroic Firmneſs of his Brow, - 20 
The Fire of his Regards, his high Deportment 
She vy * And indeed his Viſage, 
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Bears the unerring Symptoms of his Greatneſs; | 
His ftately Preſence, ſeconding his Projects, | 
Does, like bis Sword, in all Parts win him Subjectsi 
He was departing from the Field. Methought, | 
Effulgent Vict'ry lighten'd in his Eyes. | 
Yet ſeeing Me, he ſtrait lay'd down his Fierceneſs, 
And ſhew'd his Condeſcention in its turn. - 
1 ſaw bis Tenderneſs, thro? all his Tranſports. 
Return, ſays he, prepare my charming Princeſs _ | 
Again to ſee a Conqueror who come: LS + own 
Do lay his Heart and Conqueſt at her Feet. 
He'll preſently be here. I've nought to fay: 
I leave ye wholly Miſtreſs of Your Fate, 
And put into your Hands the Care of Mine! 
Cleo. If 1 have any Influence o'er the Conqueror, 
All Oppoſition ſhall fall down before ye. 
Tax, | hear a treading. It is doubtleſs, He. | 
Enter Alexander, and Hepheſtion. Alexander's Train. 
Alex, to Hep.] Hepheſtion, go. let Porus be fe und out: 
Give him his Lite, and let the Slaughter ceaſe, [Exit Hep. 
Alex. to Tax.] Is it then true that a miſguided Princeſs. 
Prefers to You a hot unthinking Eng? 1 
Zut fear not him, my Lord: His Kingdom's Yours. 
Try at that Price to bend th ungrateful Woman. 
King of two States, and Arbiter of hers, 15 
Go now and offer her three Diadem. vours- 
Tax. Ab! tis too much my Lord; your crowding Fa- 
Alex. You may at leiſure thank me for my Care. 
Delay net, but where Love directs ye, go: 
And Crown your Paſſion with fo fair a Palm. [Exit Tax. 
Alex. To Cle.] Madam, I promiſe to ſupport his Love : 
But may I for my own conceive no Hopes? + 
When 1 on Him ſo prodigally pour | 
The Fruits of Vict'ry, muſt my ſelf have none? 
Diſpoſing Scepters, Madam. as you pleaſe, - 
Crowning my. Friends with my own proper Lawrels, 
Heaping on Them the Goods my Arm acquir d. 
Shew that | linguiſh after other Conqueſts.. | 
T'promis'd. You. that my. Victor ious Sword 


Shou'd bring me ſoon near your inchanting Perſon, 
But, at the ſame time, Madam, 1 remember, 
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You promis d Me ſome Place in your Affection. 

Behold me Here: For Love himſelf foughe for me, 

And Victory has diſeng:zp'd my Word. 

All round ye yield: Tis time You did ſo too. 

You promis'd it, then will ye ſtill hold out? Þ 

And ſhall your Heart be the ſole thing that ſcapes 

A Conqueror's Zeal, who ſeeks for nothing elſe ? 

Cleo. No, Sir. that Heart pretends not to continue 

The only thing invincible to Alexander. | 

I render what I owe to that bright Virtue 

Which holds enſlav'd a hundred erouehing Nations. 

Taming the Indians is your leaſt Performance. | 

You ſtrike the boldeſt Courages with Fear: 

And. when you pleaſe. your Goodneſs, in its turn, 

Inſpires with Love the moſt obdurate Hearts. 

Bur yet, my Lord, theſe Victories, that Luftre, - 

Thoſe Charms, do often fill my Soul with Dread. 

I fear, leaſt You, contented with your Conqueſt; 

Will leave me. to be prey'd upon by Grief; 

And un-affeted by the Warmth you caus'd, 

Will ſcorn a Victory that came ſo cheap. 

But little Love is found in fuch a Heroe: | 

Glory ingroſles all Your Thoughts, my Lord: 

Perhaps ev'n now that your great Heart is ſighing, 

The Glory of my Conqueſt's all your wiſh for. 
Alex. How ill you know the Violence of my Love! 

I know there was a time when Fame alone 

Had all my Heart. Kings and their People then 

Were all 1 thought fit Objects of Purſuit. 

The Aſiatie Beauties J ſurmounted, | 

With the ſame Eaſe as 1 their Kings ſubdu'd. 

Arm'd with a proud Diſdain againſt: their Shafts, 

J paid not the leaſt Homage to their Charms. 

Fond of Renown, and every where unconquer'd,. 

My Heart plac'd all its Happineſs in Freedom. 

But now alas! what different Effects 

Have your bright Eyes, tnoſe lovely Tyrants, wrought!” 

The Title ot the Conqueror of rhe World 1 

Is now no longer what my Heart deſires: | 

With pleaſure it contefles its Defeat, 

And all it Wiſhes is to make you know it. 
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Why will ye ftill be doubrful of your Conqueſt? 
Why do ye ſtill upbraid me with my Glory ? 
As if the glorious Bonds ia which you hold me, 
Could retain none but vulgar grov'ling Spirits. 
Fl go and ſoon evince, by new Atchievements, 
The Power of Love o'er Alexander's Heart, 
Now that my Sword, beneath your Laws engag d, 
Muſt. celebrate at once Your Name and Mine, 
I'll go and render miſerably famous 
Nations till now unknown to all the Earth; 
And Altars ſhall be rear d to You, by People 
Whoſe Savage Hands refuſe em to the Gods. 
Cleo. Vict ry. my Lord, I know you'll a with ye: 
But l. ove will never follow you ſo far. 
So many Seas and intervening Kingdoms 
Will quickly blot my Mem'ry from your Heart. 
When the rough Ocean ſees Ye Plow his Boſom, 
To make compleat the Conqueſt of the World; 
When you ſhall {ce Kings proſtrate at your Feet, 
And the adoring Earth be huſh before ye, 
Will ye then think that there's a Youthful Princeſs, 
Without Ceſſation pining for your Abſence, 
Re calling in her Mind the happy Moments 
When that Great Man affur'd her of his Love? 
Alex. Believe ye then that, barb'rous to my (elf, 
1 can deſert fo exquiſite a Beauty? 
Rather, will Jou renounce the Throne of Aſia, 
On vrhich I meant to place ye? 
Cleo. O. my Lord, 
You know I much depend upon my Brother. 
Alex. If what I Sigh for is in his Diſpoſe, 
India's whole Empire to his Sway ſubjeQed, 
Shou'd ſoon ſollicite, in my Caule, his Suffrage. 
Cleo. My. Friendſhip tor. him ſeeks not a ROOT 
Do but appeale an irritated Queen,, 
Let not a Rival rob him of his Hopes 
For: having enly dar'd You to the Combat. 
Alex. Porus was certainly a gallant Rival; 
Never ſuch Valour challeng'd. my Eſteem. 
I. where the War rag'd moſt, beheld him; joyn'd him: 
* 1 muſt o he try d not to avoid me: | 
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We hunted out each other. Such a Fellneſes 
Wou'd ſoon ha' giv'n a Period to our Quarrel, 
But that the Soldiers pouring in between 
Made us miſpend our Blows upon the Croud. 
Enter Hepheſtion. | 
Alex. What! are they bringing in that hot brain d Prince * 
Hep, He's ſought throughout. But hitherto, my Lord. 
His Flight or Death conceal that Captive from us. 
But, a ſmall Party of his Men ſurrounded T7 
As 2 were flying, by their Look ſeem bent 
To ſtand it out, and dearly. ſell their Lives. 
Alex. Do not enrage the Vanquiſht, but difarm tend 
Madam, I'll go and bend this ſtubbon Princeſs, 
That Taxiles may aid me in My Suit; 
And fince my Eaſe of Mind depends on His,..; 5 
I'Il fix his u ebe to build 8 Wu. __ | 


Enter Arge al? i 1 


W ILL nothing eder be heard but Shouts of eee | 
Grating my Ears with Alexanders Glory? 7 
And may l — at leaſt have leave to hold 

A private Converſation with my Grief? 
Purſu'd and haunted by the Man I hate, 
They mean to tye me to the Oar of Life, 
Spite of my ſelf. But, Forus, don't believe 
Thy Steps ſhall be untrodden long-by Me. 
Doubtleſs thy Heart could not ſurvive our Ills: 
In vain ſo many Warriors arm to ſeek the, 
Wert thou alive thy Actions would betray thee... 0 
Alas! in parting, thy redoubled Ardor . 
Seem'd to foretel this Blow of adverſe Fortune, 5 
When thy fond Eyes, ſpeaking to mine thy — 
Askt me what Rank thou heldſt in my "boy 27 
When mindleſs of the War's Event, thy Soul | 
Was fil d with anxious Cares about thy Love. 
Ah! why did I with ſo much Art r 

A Secret, ſo deſtructive to * Feace? - 
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How oft o'ercome by thy prevailing Merit, 

Have I been ready to unlock my Tongue? | 

How oft have Sighs broke from me in thy Preſence? 

But till I would not think *rwas Love I felt: 

In Glory's Favour all my Sighs I conftru'd, 

And thought twas that alone had touch'd my Heart. 

Forgive me, O thou greateſt beſt of Kings, | 

Now, now I find *twas nought but Thee I loy'd. 

Glory I own had ſome Dominion o'er me, 

Oft have I told thee ſo: But why alas | 

Did I not tell thee that twas thou alone, 

Made me her Slave: In ſeeing thy Exploits 

J learnt to know her, and, tho full of Charms, 

In any other Man ſhe leſs had char m'd. | 

But to what purpoſe now are all theſe Sighs 

Which loſe themſelves in Air, and thou ne'er hearſt! 

My Soul e'er this ſhould have refign'd the Light, 

And in the Grave have ſworn to thine that Friendſhip, 

Which thou ſo long haſt waited for: E'er this 

I ſhould, in witneſs of my Faith, have ſhewn 

I could not live a Moment after thee. 

Think thou Ill live beneath the Laws of one 

Who by thy Death has/gain'd the Maſt'ry of us? 

I hear he now is coming to diſcourſe me, _ 

And by reſtoring me my Scepter, means 

To give me Comfort: He perhaps believes, 

By that falſe Mildneſs to ſubdue my Hate. 

But he ſhall ſee me, after thy Example, 

Die like a Queen as Thou didſt like a King. 
| PP 5 0 2 

So then, my Lord, you take the Barb'rous Pleaſure 

Of looking on the Tears your Arms have caus'd! 

Or do ye grudge me, in the State I'm in, : 

_ The woeful Liberty of Grieving. 

Alex. Madam, | 

Your Grief is no leſs free than it is juſt, 

You mourn a gallant Prince. I was his Foe, 

But not ſo far as to forbid the Tears | 

Giv'n to his Death. I knew him well, by Fame, 

Before the Indus ſaw me on its Banks. 
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Amongſt the greateſt Kings he ſhone diſtinguiſht, 
I knew—— | | 

Ax. Why therefore came ye to invade him? 
By what dire Law, what curſt Neceſſity, 
Enforc'd, do You thus range from Welt to Eaſt 
Purely to war on Virtue? cannot Merit | 
Shine out, but You muſt ſtrait riſe up againſt it? 

Alex. *Tis true, I ſought out Porus: Bur, believe me, 

"Twas not for his Deſtruction that I ſought him. 
Spurr'd by the Rumour of his warlike Deeds, 
1 long'd to ſee him: And the very Name 
Of one till then unconquer'd rous'd my Soul 
To new Exploits, and hither wing'd my Steps. 
When all Men's Eyes (I thought) on Me were fixt 

Strait did this Hero's recommended Valour 
Give check to Fame, and make her Doubt between us: 
The World thus ringing of Him, India ſeem'd 
To open to my Arm a worthy Field : 
Weary of conquering Kings without Reſiſtance, 
With Joy I heard the Noiſe his Valour made: 
Encourag'd by fo brave a Foe, I came 
To ſeek the Glory of a well-fought Battle: 
Nor has my Aim been fruſtrated: His Courage 
I own, has far ſurpaſs'd my ExpeRation. 
Vict'ry, which us'd to be my conſtant Follower, 
Had almoſt quitted Me to fide with You, 
Porus diſputed the leaſt Laurel with me: 
And I may ſay, that ev'n the Loſs of Viet'ry 
Has on my Eaemy freſh Glory heap d. 
That from fo brave a Fall he higher riſes, 
And that his greateſt Joy is, that he Fought: 


Ax. He well might quit all Care of Life, when ſingly 


He had to deal with ſuch a Hoſt: But, pray, 
Since you ſuch Praiſe beſtow upon his Valour, 
Why fought you not, my Lord, as Heroes ſhould? 
Why did you by Deceit attack his Virtue, 

And uſe another's Hand to work his Fall? 

Exult: But know that Taxiles in ſecret. 

Diſputes the glorious Name of Conqu'ror with ye, 
The Traytor, not unjuſtly, thinks you owe | 
The Victory to his Artifice alone. . 
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And midft my Grief it pleaſes me to ſee 

The Glory ſhar'd by ſuch a Wretch as Him. . 
Alex. In vain your Grief does ſeek to ſlur my Glory. 

I never yet was known to ſteal a Conqueſt, | 

Nor by mean'Shifts, which JI am guiltleſs of, 

Deceive, inſtead of Vanquiſhing, 'an Enemy. 

I never could, tho? every where out- number d. 

Diſguiſe my Aims, or hide my ſelf in Covert: 

The Sun has always lighted: up my Battles. 


Tis true, Compaſſion mov'd me tor your Kingdoms, 


I try'd your Princes Rain to prevent, 


And would have Say'd them both, or Fought them both. 


Believe NN 115 
Ax. I do believe that you're Invincible. 


But is't enough that All is eaſie to ye? 


Muſt ye, becauſe ye Can, lay Kings in Chains, 

And carry Devaſtation thro' the World? 

What Crime had any of cur Towns committed, 

Or how incurr'd: your Wrath thoſe num'rous Dead 

Which You have heap'd in Piles: along th' Hydaſpes? 

What had I dane to — the Tempeſt hither, 

To fink the only Man I could have lov'd? 

Did he o'er-run.the Frontiers of Your Greece? 

Did We flir up Mankind againſt Your Glory? 

Alas! without being jealous, we admir'd it, 

Perus and I, charm'd with each other's Love, 

Were entring on a State more bleſt than Yours. 

Porus confin'd. his Hopes to win a Heart | 

Which had perhaps ha Day nam'd Him its Conqu'ror. 

Had his been all the Blood You e'er had ſhed, 

Were this the only Crime you could be tax'd with, 

Would ye not think your ſelf extreamly Wretched, 

To come ſo far to break ſo fair a Tye? 

Think what ye pleaſe, you're nothing but a Tyrant. 
Alex, Madam, 1 fee you'd have me grow enrag'd, 

And in unworthy Terms break out againſt ye: 

Hoping, perhaps, that my exhauſted Mildneſs 

Will give ſome Blemiſh to its former Glory, 

But even tho' your Virtue had not charm'd me, 


You now attack a Conqueror diſarmd. 


My Soul, engag d to pity you, unask d, 
4 8⁴³ Pity 7 7 Reſpeds 
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Reſpect⸗ the ſad Miſ. hap in which. you're — 
* Tis your diſaſtrous Trouble bliads your Eyes, 
And ſhews me to ye as an odious Tyrant. 
You, but for It, would own that Blood and Tears 
Have not been always us d to ſoil my Arms. 

Ax. They muſt be blind, my Lord, who do not ſea | 
Thoſe Virtues which but ſharpen My Deſpair. 
You have taught Victory her ſelf. Sobriety, 
T*unlearn that Pride which renders her ſo Fatal: 
Tam'd by your Sword, the Scythian and the Perſran 
Hug the ſoft Chain and ſport beneath the Yoke, 
Tendring your Welfare like your proper Subjects. 
But what am | the better, if, while Others p 
Adore your Goodneſs, Me you Perſecute? 
Think ye that my Averſion muſt abate, 
Becauſe Thzy kiſs the Hand that gives Me Pain? 
Will all theſe Kings whom you've aveng'd or aided, 
Thoſe num'rous arms whom Your Sway makes eaſie, 
Reftore to me my Perus: No, my Lord: _ 
The more that You by all the World are loy _—_ TT 
The more that I my ſelf am forc'd t admire 15 5 
So much the more I hate ye. 5 

Alex. 1 excuſe 
The Tranſports of a Friendſhip ſo tranſcendent : 
Tho', Madam, they may very well ſurprize me. 
If common Fame has not abus d my Ears, 
Porus with no kind Look was ever favour A. 
* Twixt Taxiles and Him your Heart ſtill wayer' J. 
And, while He liv'd, conceal'd its Thoughts i in Silence, 
And now when He no longer hears your Voice, 1 
You give Deciſion in his Favour, Madam! 
Think ye that his cold Aſhes ask your Love? 
Oppreſs not thus your Soul with uſcleſs Sorrows, 
Cares more important call ye off; your Tears, aging 
Have paid ſufficient Honour to his Mem'ry. 
Reign, and ſupport the Glory of a Queen, . e 
Calm your diforder'd Senſes, and conſut 
The Welfare of your State, ſhook by his „ 
Chuſe It, among ſo many dier a Faſter. | 1 
Taxiles ſtill afliduous— iy er 
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Ax. What, that Traytor? t 25 
Alex. Be not ſo harfh in your Opinion of him. 
He nel er was ſoil'd with Treach'ry towards Lou. 
Maſter of his Dominions, be had Pow'r 
Them and himſelf to fave from Deſolation. 
Nor Oath nor Duty -bound him to embrace 
The Ruin Porus ran into the Jaws of. 


In ſhort, remember Alexander's ſelf 
Sollicites for a Prince that loves ye. Think 


How the Hydaſpes and the Indies join'd 


Will rowl their peaceful Streams beneath your Laws. 


Think what Acceſſions I may heap upon ye, 


When once Your Int'reſts are the ſame with his. 
He comes. I will not check his Sighs, but leave him 
T' unfold his ardent Wiſhes at your Feet. | 
My Preſence is already too offenſive. + 


The Lovers Converſe calls for Privacy, [Exit Alex, 


8 Enter Taxiles. 

Ax. Approach thou mighty Monarch of the Indies. 
I have been ratcl'd for my Anger tow'rds ye. 
I'm told; that pleafing Me is all you aim art, 
That all my Coyneſs but confirms your Love. ; 
Nay more, they'd haye me Love ye in my turn; 
But know'ſt thou what a Task thou muſt perform: 
Know'ft thou the Means that muſt be us'd ro win me? 
Art thou prepar'd —— | 

Tax. Ah! Madam, only try me, 
Try what ſo ſweet a Hope can urge me to. 
What muſt Il do? 
Arx. He that does truly love me, 
Muſt be in love with Glory as l am. 
He muſt declare his Love by glorious Deeds, 
And bear to Alexander mortal Hatred. 
He fearleſs muſt look Danger in the Face, 
Muſt fight, muſt conquer, or in Battel fall. 
Caft, caſt thy Eyes on Porus, and Thy felf, 
And judge which moſt deſery'd Axiane. 
Yes, Taxiles, my Heart, in ſhew untix'd, | 
Knew how to chuſe betwixt a Slave and King. 


1 lov'd him, I adore him. And fince Fate 


Forbids him to enjoy ſo ſweet a Sight, 


Tis 


"the GA RA r. 


Tis You ſhall be the Witneſs of his Glory: 
My Tears, each Moment, ſhall revive his Mem'ry, 
And thbu ſhalt hear me talk of none but Him. 
Tax. Then your Heart's frozen, and I burn in yam? 
Can nothing, nothing wipe away his Image:? 
| Ax. Thou may'ſt once more recover my Eſteem: 
In our Foe's Blood thou may'ſt waſh off thy Crime. 
Occaſion ſmiles, and Porus, tho intomb'd, | 
Is rallying now his Soldiers round his Standard.. 
His very Ghoſt ſeems to arreſt their Flight; 5 
Nay eva thy Troops, aſham'd of thy Deſertion, - 
Shew, by their Brow indignantly contracted, 
That they repent the Crime you forc'd em to; 
Go, ſecond the Impatience that devours em. 
Avenge our yet reſpiring Liberties. 
Be thou my Throne's Defender and thy own. 
Run, fly and be a ſecond Porus to us. 
You aniwer nothing; On thy Face I read 
Thy daſtard Spirit. I in vain point out 
. A Hero's Traces. Thou'rt reſolo'd on Slav'ry. 

Go, ſlave it on, and leave me to my ſelt. 
Tax. This is too much. Tou have perhaps forgot 
That I can talk Commandingly, if urg d. s 

I may grow weary ef your ſcornful Treatment. 

I am the Maſter of your State and Perſon, 

And may =— 8 | T4 10 Garen 

Ax. I know it. I'm your Pris' ner, Sir: 

Perhaps you think to captivate my Thoughts. 

And make me trembling yield to your Deſire. 

Go to, throw off Diſguiſe and be your ſelf, 

Call Terror to your Aid: Exert the Tyrant. Tet 

Do what thou wilt, my Hate can be no greater; 

But prithee do not waſte thy Breath in Threats. 

Thy Siſter comes t inſtruct thee what to doo 

If her Advice and my Defires prevaill 

Thou'lt ſoon enable me to re · join Peras. | 
Cleo. Leave that thankleſs Woman. 

Sworu Troubler of our Peace: Forget her. 
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Tax. No. x 
1 love her, and tho? all my fervent Vows . 
Obtain nought elſe but everlaſting Hatred; 
Yet "ſpite of her Diſdain and your Perfwatioil,” 
Spite of my ſelf, 1 muſt for ever love her. 
But after all, her Anger's not ſurprizing. 
On You and on My Fae the Blame muſt fall. 
Had it not been for your pernicious Counſels, 
She leſs had hated me, and I had kept her 
Still in ſuſpenſe twrixt Porus and My ſelf. 
O with what Pleaſure had it fill'd PA Soul, 
But for a Moment to have ſeen her waver! + 
No, I can't live beneath her Hatred's weight. 
I muſt go ſue for Mercy at her Feet ' © 
I fly, refolv'd” t aſſiſt her Indignation, © 
Againſt Your ſelf and Alexander too. © | 
I know the mutual Fire which burns ye Both: 
But till your Quiet muſt give way to Mine; | | 
Periſn the Univerſe, #6 1 be eaſie. e r 
Cleo. Go then and haſten to the bloody pield. 3 
Let not your preferit Ardor cool: Why lay yer. ; 
Away: the Battel rages, Perus waits ye. 
Tax, How's this! does Porus once again weng 8 
Cled. He does: By his fell Blows too ſurely known, 
He manag'd well! The Rumour of his Death 
Kept back a too r Conqueror's Arm. 
He comes to ſteal upon their ſleeping Valour, \ | 
And diſconcert a Vict'ry ill-ſeeur'd. MORA E. Kb. 
He doubtleſs comes like an enraged: Lens? Art Bs rc 
To bear away bis Miſtreſs, or to periſun. 28 
Your Troops, ſedue di by that ungrateful wonits, 
Murmur, and ſeem "propar'd to follow Por. 
Go then your felt : Go like a gen'rous non aj 
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Aſſiſt your happy Rival's Cauſe. Adieu. C Exit Cleo. 
Tax. alane.] Does Fortune, obſtinately bent l me, 
Revive an armed Rival to deſtroy me?? 


Shall He reviſit her who mourn'd his Death, 

And who ev'n then eſteem'd Him more than Ar- 

Ah! 'tis too much. I'll try What Lot awaits . 8 

And who's to __w_ 1 e ee 1 
15 Come 
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Alex. NT HAT! fear'd: ye Porus after his Defent? 
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Bs Alexander and Cleophile; 


And did yeſthink my Conqueſt not ne 

No, *twas impòôſſible he ond eſcape me: 35 

My Soldiers had each Avenue beſet. Ng 

Now he's an Object not of Fear but Pit i 2 
Cleo. Tis Now that Porus moſt is 4 6 fea, 

However brave he was, his bruited Valour 


Diſquieted me leſs than his Misfortune. 
While at a powerful Army's Head he ſtood; 
His Forces, his Exploits alarm'd me not. 


But he's a ſubjugated hapleſs King. HAS 

And therefore Now I rank him mong your Friends, 
Alex. That is a Rank which Porns' cannot Dr 

Too ſtudiouſſy he labour'd for my Hatred. 

He knows I long withſtood the Provocation: 

But now I hate him to his Heart's. defire; 

I owe too an Example to the World. 

I ought.on Him to take a full Revenge 

For all thoſe Miſchiefs he had Pow*r t'avert. 

III puniſh him for forcing me to dot. 

Twice vanquiſht, hated by my charming Princeſi— 
Cleo. My Lord, I hate not Porus, I confels, 

And if tere lawful for me now to hear 

The Voice of his Misfortunes pleading for him, 

T'd tell ye, that of all our Princes, He | 

Was far the Greateſt: that our Provinces 


* * „6 
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Have by his-fingle Arm been long defended: 


That he, in marching againſt Tou was proud 
Of furniſhing fit Matter for your Sword; 
Aſſar'd if once in Battel he coud meet ye, 
His Name wow'd follow yours throughout the won 8 
But if 1 Him defend, my genfrous Cares . 
Injure my Brother, and deſtroy his Wiſhes. 
E 5 0 If 
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If Porus live, where then is Taxile ? 
His. Ruin's certain, and mine too perhaps. 

Ves, if his J. ove does unſucceſsful prove, 
Cleophiie muſt bear the Blame and Puniſhment. - 
When betwixt Him and You I ſee the Ganges 
(As Vou're upon the Wing to gain freſh Conqueſts,) 
Who then, my Lord, ſhall curb his lawleſs Rage? 
Of its ſole Joy bereſt, my ſick' ning Heart 

Will, Jonely, mourn and pine away with Grief: N 
Or iſnau d he force it to another Object. | 
Where will the Conqu'ror be to whom I gave it? 

Alex. This is too much: and if your Heart is mine, 

I ſhall, in ſpite of Him, know, how to keep it 
Better than all thoſe Realms my Sword has conquer'd, 
Thoſe Realms which I but kept for your Acceptance. 
One Vict'ry more, then, Madam, I return 
To be by You commanded, and to bound 

My Glory in the Circle of Your Arms. 

The Mallian waits to render me his Homage. 

Now. l'm fo near the Ocean, what remains 

But that I ſhew. me to that boiſtrous Element. 

As Conqueror of the World, and Your Adorer? 
Then — . 14110 5 

Cleo. But, my Lord, why always War on War? 

Do ye, beyond the Earth, look out for Subjects? 

And wou'd ye have for Witneſs of your Actions, 
Countries, unknowyn ev'n to their Inhabitants, 

In ſuch rude Climes what can ye hope to fight? 

They'll ſet againſt ye vaſt untrodden Waſtes, 

Deſarts which Heav'n retuſes to-enlighten, _ 

Where Nature ſeems her ſelf to lye expiring. 

Nay. envious Chance, who has not yet been able 

To ſtop the Courſe of ſuch a glorious Life, S 
May wait your coming there, and means to bury, 
If not your Name, your Tomb in dark Oblivion. 
Think you to drag along a ſhatter'd Army, 
So oft recruited and ſo oft conſumd ?? 1 
Your Soldiers, whoſe bare Aſpect moves Compaſſion, 
Have left in, ſundry Places half themſelves. 
Their Groans and Cries ſufficiently inform 
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Alex. Madam, They'll march, if I but once appear. * 
Thoſe Hearts which, with a Camp? s vain leiſure poib t. 75 
Run oer their Wounds and murmur as they tell“ em, | 


: To fullow Me freſh Spirits will aſſume, 


Covet new Wounds, and blame their former Murmurs: 
But firſt we'll Taxiles s Love ſupport. | 
His Rival can no more his Wiſhes croſs: 
Madam, I've aid it once, and do again. 

Cleo. My Lord; the Queen — __ 

Eneer Axiane. 

Alex. Well, Madam Porus lives. 
Heav'n ſeems t'have heard your Pray 'rs, and gives him t yet 

Ax. Alas! for ever It deprives me of bim. 


No glimpſe of Hope remains to eaſe my Pain: 


His Death before was Doubtful, now tis Certain. 
He flings himſelf upon it, and perhaps 
Tis ſolely for my ſake, to bring me Aid. 
But what's his ſingle Perſon to an Army? 3 
In vain his Efforts did at firſt alarm em: 
In vain ſome Warriors, by his Courage bearten d. 
Again ſpred Terror in the Victor's Camp: 1 
He muſt, o'er- power d, fink at length; expiring 
Upon thoſe Piles of Dead that ſtop his Paſſage, 
O con'd I baye the Liberty to ſhew him 
Ariane, and die before his Face! 
But Taxiles reſtrains me: yet the Traytor „ 
Is gone to feed upon that Hero's Blood, _ eee, 
Is gone to look on him in Death's cold Arms, | 
If yet he has the Courage to approach him. : 
Alex: No, Madam, by my Care his Life is arc 


Soon his Return will fatisfie your Wiſh. 


You'll ſee him: 

Ax. Do your Cares extend to Him? 
And does the Arm that ſunk him raiſe him up? 
Cou'd I from Alexander hope his Safety? 
Indeed what may we not from Him expect? 
But I, my Lord, remember well you told me 
That Alexander, Conqu'ror, had no Foes, 
And that the Moment he a Vict'ry gain'd 
His Enmity was over. Gallant Mind! 
Neither v was Forus Alexanders Enemy: 
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Glory did: equally inflame ye both: 
He long'd b encounter fo renown'd a Warrior, 
And Tau attackt him only to preſerve him. 8 
Alex. His fixt Contempt 5 8 5 ſets me at Defiance, 
Doubtleſs deſerves a Conqueror, more ſevere. | 
His Pride in Falling ſeems to be confirm'd. 
But I'm reſolv'd to ceaſe to be his Foe, 
And will proceed as Taxiles ſhall arbitrate: 
He only can or fave him or deſtroy him, 
And him alone it is that You muft gain. 1 
Ax. 1 bend my Knee to Him? for an Aſylum 
Am I turn'd oer to Taxtles's Mercy? Fl 
Maſt Porus ſeek for ſuch a baſe Support? 
Alas, my Lord, 1 find you've vow'd his Death, 
You only ſought him out for his Deſtruction: 
How ſoon a generous Soul may be {educ'd ! 
My eaſie Heart, forgetting all its Anger, 
Admir'd Perfections You're a Stranger to. 
Go to, my Lord, be Cruel as you're Valiant, 
Sully with Blood a Courſe begun ſo nobly. 
After ſo many Foes have felt your Favours, 
Deſtroy the only one you ſhou'd ha' ſav' d. 
Alex He comes. | | 
Enter Porus, Hepheſtion and Alexander's Guards. 
Alex. Well, Porus, ſee what Pride 4 4 | 
Where's fled the Hope that lur'd ye to yMr Ruin? a 
Your haughty Spirit is at length reduc'd. 
T owe one Vict m to my {lighted Glory. 
Yet I with willing Hands hold forth to Porws, 
What he ſo often has refus d, a Pardon. | 
Axiane rebellious to my Goodneſs, 
Will, tho' it coſt your Life. be conſtant to ye; 
Wou'd have ye die without one wavering Thought, 
Meerly that You may carry to the Grare 
The Appellation of her faithful Lover. 
Pay not ſo dear for ſuch an uſeleſs Glory. 
Reſign your Love to Taxiles, and live. 
Por. To Taxiles? 
Alex. To Him. 
Por. You do but kay 


3 
What he has done for You deſerves no leſs: 
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Deſerted Porus. Can you ever hope 


Would ſoon ha' put his Life into my Pow r, 
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"Twas He Jepriy' me of my hop'd-for Conqueſt, - 
Gave ye his Siſter, ſold his Reputation, 


To recompenſe the leaſt of all theſe Wen 
But 1 have eas d ye of ſo great a Debt. 
Go ſee him now expiring on the. Field 
Alex. What! Taxiles? 

Cleo. O Heay'ns! 

Hep. My Lord, he's dead. 

He flung himſelf upon his own Deſtruction. 
Porus was vanquiſht. Bur inſtead of yielding 
He ſeem'd i Attack, not ſtand on the "DefenGive.. 
His Soldiers dead and dying at his Feet 
Made him a Bulwark with their ſlaughter'd Bodies. 
There as within a Fortreſs firm he ſtood 
The brunt of a whole Army, and forbid 
Th* Approach ev'n of our moſt intrepid Warriors. 
But yet I ſpar'd him. His exbauſted Vigor 


When Taxiles approacht the bloody Spot: 

Keep off cries he this Captive is my due: 

Porus there is no help thy Ruins certain; 
Thon muſt or periſh or renounce the Queen. 
Theſe Words on the deaden'd Rage of Porus, _ 
Who lifting up his weary'd Arm, and ſearching” 
His Rival with an Eye ſedately Haughty, | 
Hear I not Taxile-'s Voice, {ail be, 

That moſt accurſed moſt perfidious Traytor, 

Who has betray d his Corntry Miſireſs, Ae? 

Coward come on, Axiane is thme, 

I'm willing to reſign that glorious Conqueſt, . 

But then my Head along with is muſt go. 

Approach. With this the irritated Rivas 
Flew at each other. We oppos'd their Rage, 

But Porus thro the Crowd his Paſſage opens, 
Comes up to Taxiles, and ſtrikes him dead, 

And then contented yields himſelf to Us. 

Cleo. So none but I. my Lord, have cauſe. to 5 
Your Arms whole weight has fal'n en none but me. 
Vainly my Brother courted your Protection; 
Alas ! He ouly finds your Ker fatal, 


What 


\ | | '$ Avenging, midſt an Army, its defeat. 
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What does your Friendſhip boot him in the Grave? 
But ſhall his Death my Lord, go unrereng d? 
Shall he who: kill'd him live to boaſt he did it? 

Ax. Do my Lord hear Cleophile's Complaints. 
Ipity her. She juſtly. mourns her Brother. 
All ſhe could do to fave him prov'd in vain. 

She made a Coward of im, yet he periſht. 
Not that *rwas Porus Fault: It was his own. 
What Bus'neſs call'd him where the Battle rag'd ? 
Meant he to reſcue Porus from his Danger? 
No, no, he went t inſult a hapleſs King, 

A King whom Victory her telf-r-ſpeced. 

But vvherefore do ; ry to diſpoſſeſs ye 

Of a Pretence fo fair ſo colourable?? 
What more defire ye? Taxiles is dead. 

Offer, my Lord, this Victim to his Manes, 
This migtity Victim: Do, revenge your ſelf. 
But don't forget that 1 his Crime partake: 
Yes; my Heart. Porus, does not love by halves: 


This, Alexander knows: This, griey'd your Rival. | þ : 


You oaly of your Happineſs was ign'rant, 
ut I rejoice you dive, from Me, to hear it. 

Por. Ah! Madam, let on Me their Vengeance fall: 
Imbitter not a Fate you've made ſo charming. | 
To be by You bewail'd, what greater Glory ' 

Could Vict'ry's ſelf have granted to my Wiſhes ? : 

To Alex ] Tis now full time, You ſated your Revenge. 
You ſee what I, tho* vanquiſht, have per form'd. 

Fear Porus. Fear again this unarm'd Hand, 


My Name may raiſe new Enemies, and waken 

A hundred Kings now fleeping in their Chains. 

Firſt ſtifle in my Blood thoſe Seeds of War, 

Then ſafely quell the reſt of human Race. 2 
Think not a Heart like mine can own a Conqu'ror, 

Or ſtoop to ſupplicate ought of Thee. Speak, 

Let's ſee if thou know'ſt how to uſe a Vict'ry. 
Alex. Poruss Pride's uncapable of bending. 

Ev'n to his utmoſt Gaſp he gives me Threats, 

Indeed my Vict ry well may be alarm d, e e 

L ought to guard againſt ſuch Men. Speak — a 
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"How ſhould I treat ye, think ye? 


And looking on the Splendor t 
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Por. Like a King. 84 : ©.» if; FRO 
Alex. Then like a King I am reſoly'd to treat ye. 2 

I will not leave my Victory unfniſhe. * - 
Your ſelf defir'd it, ſo you can't complain. . 


4 


Porus, reign on: Your Kingdom I reſtore ye, . 


With it, accept my Friendſhip, and Axiane. 
To thoſe ſoft Fetters Jcondemn ye both. 
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Live both and reign, ſole Monarchs of the Indies. . .[ye: | 


J Cleo.) I ewn, this Treatment, Madam, may ſurpriſe 
But this is always Alexander's Vengeance. 7. 
1 love ye; and my Heart, when You complain, 


Would by a thouſand Deaths avenge your Griefs. 


But you your ſelf would be offended at it, 3 
If I ſhould put to death an unarm'd Enemy. 
-Porus would trifdmphicheni/gnd, braving Alexander, 
Would like a Conqu'ror to his Tomb deſcend. | 
Permit me to compleat my Courſe and bring * 
A ſpotleſs Virtue to your beauteous Eyes 
Let Porus, crown'd by Me, in India reign : 


And be the reſt of the World's Circuit Yours. 
Aſſume the Thoughts which ſuch a Rank ſuggeſts. 


Make, in its Infancy, your Reign admir'd, | 
2 ſurrounds ye, 
Forget the Wrath of Taæiless Siſter. | 


Arr. Yes, Madam, Reign; and give Me leave t admire 


The Greatnefs of the Heroe's' Soul who loves ye. 
Love, and Poſſeſs th uncommon Satis faction 
Of ſeeing all the Earth adore Your Lover. 
Por. My Lord, till now, the Univerſe, alarm'd, 

Forc'd me t admire the Fortune of your Arms. 

But nothing forc'd me in that common Fright 

To own in You, more Virtues than in Me. 

But now I yield. Your Conqueſt is compleat. 
Your Virtues, I confeſs, do match your Glory. 

'Go on, my Lord, to ſubjugate the World; 

And I my ſelf will ſecond your Exploits. 

I follow ye, by Duty call'd, t' endeavour 

To give the World a Maſter ſo Heroick, 
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ife and Crown to Porgs you reſtores 
l believe your Glory prompts ye tot i! 7 
Mar preſs not Me to an wer. Ny griev d Soul” k 5 
| Fan only —_ in Silence, irs Liifaſter 
Alex. Yes, Madam, we will mourn ſo true a Friend. 
And, Sighing. ſnew in v hat Eftcem we'beld Him. 
noble Tomb ſhall tell to future Ages, © + / | 50 
TY once My Cantude and Your Mirtortones >! ©» 


* 


belt me as you neler had known me 3. p. 4. Line b * 


4 * 34 1 & * 6 wel $ + ” — S& 4 . 4 
* * * 5 k 
on n 7 * - * 4 1 1 $ <> . 0 J 
« 4 » * © th 37 Y \ #8 = & . - 
* 8 1 * , * 4 
» * 5 * N 4 
a ” 4 * A 5 as 1 %* 1 4 - . & S 
* — 
4 4 99 7 SYS; $5 4 1 * * 4 
8 « IS. + at 4 14 929 „ - 4 
2 + 4 
f | F 8 2 * T — . * 
q Y 4 * LE 1 - «” » +, 4 - wi 4 © 7 / — F a 4 
"= £ | yy a — 1 * 4 . 4 — 1 * 4 woes \ 
* * => | . . * n TY ä 
* A . * 
b 8 * 1 n 44 1 > „ " 4 4 P iv # - 
, . « . x > 8 7 — * x : 3 , 
I+ 4 CY P „ * % * - . 
* * * 4 1 oy 7 8 " OY f 4 
6 E * 8 - " 9 4 - * * * * 4 * 
WE: + bh 5 , | p 
16 * 
2 5 > , — 1 — 2 * 1 #, n ? * * x 
[1 * wu» : 2 8 4 * 1 1 * - = my . - 4 3 * 15 
2 2 * % | * 1 
9 . * 
f = : 7 — * 8 * 1 7 t f o — 
'P 5 7 3 1 7 4 4 » © } . q A 
q Cc 8 #7 _- * * 5 - # © * * 2 1 1 
A * 
«i - . 
7 + x ** 1 "#7 * „ * 4 * & 
* < 0 "_ 4 2 | is » 1 9 2 1 
- % 
* = 6 z On 1 * 
* 0 * 4 — # 3 2 - 4 * — 
5 — 4 2 4 : : t { 7 YT. 
, CY 
3 , . # ® ; | Li * \ 14 * 
* y ** © * . 9. 1 . 7 4 F, . 7 * : y * ww * 
E: 0 * „ 1 J 4 o ny * 4% + #1 + % * 4 W 3 0 
8 1 2 "5 I. 
oy : 
by - 
Pm. 
10 
8989 
1 3 
3 - 
85 : | 
: 4 * * | 
: 4 
f 
> 1 — * 4 2 E 
| bes, Ah 
2 9 * Ko y * * 4 — 2 
* N. ; i 5s 65 
3 a 2 85 St, 4; ; . 
AE F / _— x Un if L # 
- 2 * + ry - 4 W q 
ö ; 1 3 1 
be 1 Y 4 *; 4 % 


— — 


